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TO  EVtTARD  J.  NALLY 

This  lyric  sheaf  of  upland  grain 

I  give  into  thy  keeping; 
The  while  it  grew,  like  sun  and  dew 

Thy  faith  foreshadowed  reaping 

So  take  that  home  which  found  thy  heart, 
And  hold  me  still  a  debtor 

The  spirit,  friend,  is  thine;  my  part 
Is  but  the  printed  letter. 
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THE  UPPER  TRAIL 


AMONG  THE  PINES 

WITHIN  the  dim  cathedral  of  the  pines 
The  full  moon  like  a  great  rose-window 
shines, 
And  all  about,  among  the  arches  high, 
Are  set  the  starry  tapers  of  the  sky; 
While  from  some  unseen  censer,  sweet  and  faint, 
An  incense  hints  the  nearness  of  a  saint ; 
A  music  breathes  from  no  discovered  choir, 
As  though  unto  a  thousand-stringed  lyre 
A  thousand  voices,  in  a  soothing  strain, 
Sung  low  a  hymn  of  mingled  joy  and  pain. 
Alone,  I  listen,  and,  at  peace,  I  kneel, 
And  on  my  head,  bowed  down,  I  seem  to  feel 
The  touch  of  some  strong  hand,  and  hear  a  Voice 
Saying,  "Lift  up  thy  soul,  be  glad,  rejoice; 
This  is  the  house  He  builded;  this  the  grove 
From  out  His  heaven  He  looks  upon  with  love. 
He  shaped  this  airy  nave  with  thought  of  thee 
When  He  the  mountains  made  and  poured  the  sea; 
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These  pillars,  living  strength ;  this  music,  blown  about ; 

These  lights,  this  incense  (no  more  doubt) 

Were  first  and  last  but  fashioned  to  the  need 

Of  man.    Here  are  the  tables  of  his  creed: 

These  rocks  are  rich  with  runes,  both  new  and  old — 

Old  as  the  hills,  and  new  as  where  the  mold 

At  that  rock's  base,  doth  open  to  the  thrust 

Of  violets  that  laugh  above  the  dust, 

And  lay  their  cheeks  against  the  mighty  stone 

So  close  they  seem  to  be  its  very  own, 

Its  poesy,  the  music  that  it  sings, 

A  fragrant  rhapsody  of  simple  things. 

And  yet  this  man,  how  seldom  here  he  comes ; 

Pursuing,  morn  and  eve,  the  noisy  drums 

Of  war  or  greed,  his  footseps  are  afar ; 

No  time  has  he  for  converse  with  his  star; 

A  thoughtless  slave  to  Mammon,  conquering  earth, 

Himself  he  cannot  conquer;  crying  dearth 

To  Beauty,  Light  and  all  things  proven  sweet, 

How  long  these  aisles  have  waited  for  his  feet ! 

Alas,  his  rich  inheritance  he  scorns, 

Strange  gods  he  loves,  strange  idols  he  adorns ; 

His  hope  is  in  a  world  of  puny  things, 

His  but  to  drink  of  time's  bemuddled  springs ; 

Grown  blind,  he  follows  but  where  Folly  leads, 

And  on  the  husks  of  old  Delusion  feeds. 

And  thou,  Columbia's  breed,  thou  most  of  all, 

They  say,  before  the  Golden  Calf  dost  fall. 

Shame,  shame,  a  thousand  garnered  shames  in  one ; 

Turn  round,  look  up  and  face  the  regal  sun : 
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Dethrone  this  god,  and  to  full  stature  rise, 

Or  feel,  and  soon,  the  fury  of  the  skies. 

Greater  than  Greece  e'er  dreamed  to  be,  how  far 

Below  her  shines  thy  country's  shrouded  star; 

Pompous  and  dull,  she  reels  upon  her  way ; 

Half  lit,  she  sheds  a  cold,  uncertain  ray — 

A  modem  Tyre,  expanded,  that,  like  Tyre 

Shall  fade  and  fall  through  that  consuming  fire 

Now  nibbling  at  her  base,  unless  rise  up 

Her  sons  and  stamp  it  out,  and  set  the  cup 

Of  bright  immortal  nectar  to  her  lips; 

Which,  if  they  do,  the  countless  treasure  ships 

Of  Truth  shall  pile  her  wharves  with  deathless  store, 

While  Art  shall  blossom  like  to  April  flowers, 

And  song  build  up  its  everlasting  towers, 

And  she  be  great  indeed ;  that  when  the  lore 

Of  future  days  be  read,  the  delving  sage 

Shall  ponder  long  the  illuminating  page, 

That  tells  of  her,  and  say :  'A  race  was  here 

That  led  the  Nations,  and  still  leads;  her  sphere, 

Arcturus-like,  shines  brightly  from  afar, 

And  to  this  age  reveals  that  States  which  last 

Must  love  undying  things,  or  forth  be  cast 

As  chaff  into  that  elemental  flame 

Which  leaves  them  none,  or  but  an  empty  name.1 " 

So  said  the  Voice.    Within  the  east  a  star 
Hung  tremulous  with  light,  presaging  morn. 
I  saw  as  one  in  whom  new  hope  is  born, 
And,  rising,  said:  "The  shepherds  are  astir, 
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The  dawn  is  come,  and  the  dark  nights  that  were 

Are  faded  as  a  dream.    Away,  away, 

My  soul,  to  greet  the  new,  the  larger  day." 

When,  lo !  into  his  temple,  cool  and  hushed, 

The  great  Sun  looked,  and  all  the  heavens  blushed. 


ANABASIS 

HIDING  the  thankful  bough  whereon  they 
grow, 
How   fast  the  young  and   waxen  leaves 
enlarge, 

Freckling  with  green  until  the  azure  targe 
Of  heaven  is  laced  with  beauty  till  it  show 
No  dent  of  war;  while  winds  their  bugles  blow 
To  sweet  Favonian  strains,  and  robins  charge 
Both  morn  and  eve  with  peace;  where  late  the  marge 
Of  day  was  wont  to  echo  notes  of  woe. 
Therefore,  when  Autumn  marches  to  the  sea, 
Southward,  blasting  the  gardens  with  his  flame, 
And  Winter  seals  with  desolation  white, 
My  soul,  immured,  bereft,  faints  not;  the  fame 
Of  Life  is  hers — hearing  in  dreams  at  night 
The  violet-wreathen  flutes  of  victory. 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 
TO  A  BUTTERFLY 

BLOWN    far   from  trees,  green   fields  and 
kindly  flowers, 
Into  the  maelstrom  of  this  noisy  street, 
What,    O    butterfly,    among    these    dark 
towers, 

Canst  thou  discover  that  is  good  or  sweet? 
And  yet,  serene,  thou  sailest  lightly  by, 

As  thou  wert  to  this  frantic  Babel  born, 
Unmindful  of  the  ever-sullen  sky 
And  of  the  day  that  lacks  the  grace  of  morn. 

What  dost  thou  seek?     Didst  thou  of  sunny  nooks 

And  rural  quiet  tire,  and  long  to  know 
What  sights,  what  sounds,  beyond  thy  laughing  brooks 

Are  seen  and  heard  within  these  ways  of  woe? 
Or  didst  thou  think  to  find  within  this  place 

A  solace  for  some  little  pain  or  grief? 
To  drown  care  here,  and  then  to  turn  thy  face 

Again  unto  the  haunts  of  flower  and  leaf? 

Whatever  drove  thee  here, — strong  winds,  or  wings 

That  beat  with  thine  own  impulse, — up,  and  flee; 
Make  no  delay ;  return  unto  the  springs 

And  fields  that  gave  this  beauty  unto  thee; 
For  here  thy  glory,  taken  in  some  snare, 

Shall  be  as  nothing  ere  the  set  of  sun, 
Thy  tender  pinions  soiled  and  torn,  thy  fair 

Dream  changed  into  a  wild  and  bitter  one. 
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Oh,  haste  thee,  haste,  if  thou  wouldst  not  be  lost; 

The  day  is  fading  fast,  and  shadows  soon 
Shall  ocean  thee,  and  thou  be  tempest-tost 

Beyond  the  joy  of  any  meadow  boon. 
Away!    A  happy  spirit  once  I  knew, 

That,  like  to  thee,  unto  this  bedlam  came, 
Fluttered  a  time,  and  from  her  wings  the  dew 

Shook  off  and  fell  into  the  Roaring  Flame. 

And  there  were  those  who  sought  that  spirit  bright, 

For  there  were  those  who  loved  her,  and  who  shed 
Great  tears  to  find  her  not.    And  it  grew  night 

Within  the  haunts  from  which  she,  thoughtless,  fled, 
Likewise,  for  thee,  thy  fields  and  flowers  shall  sigh, 

When  on  no  bloom  thy  gorgeous  wings  expand — 
Except,  ere  'tis  too  late,  into  the  sky 

Thou  soar,  and  flee  unto  thy  native  land. 
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ANTIQUITY 

ALL  in  a  dream  methought  I  saw  the  crone 
Antiquity  among  her  ruins  old, 
Like  to  a  miser  mumbling  o'er  his  gold. 
Seated  she  was  upon  the  altar-stone 
Of  some  wrecked  fane,  within  a  desert  lone, 
Where  once  a  mighty  city,  proud  and  bold 
As  Tyre  or  Ilium,  reveled,  bought  and  sold, 
And  worshiped  gods  whose  names  are  now  unknown. 

Wrinkled  and  dry,  with  fingers  lean  and  long, 
She  fumbled  in  her  lap  till  forth  she  drew 

(Most  strange)  a  wondrous  rose  in  perfect  bloom; 
Gazed  at  it,  grinned,  and  crooned  a  mystic  song, 
When,  lo !  it  turned  to  dust,  which  far  she  blew, 
Staring  the  while  with  winkless  eyes  of  doom. 
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THE  IDEAL 

KNOW  that  I  shall  never  see  thee, 
Thou  maid  most  beautiful  and  sweet; 

I  know  that  thou  wilt  ever  flee  me, 
However  fleet. 


I  know  that  thou  art  ever  speeding, 
As  Daphne  from  Apollo  ran, 

Or  yet  as  Syrinx,  all  unheeding 
The  love  of  Pan. 
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And  yet  forever  I  must  follow — 
Into  no  laurel  wilt  thou  turn, 

Whereunder,  breathless,  like  Apollo, 
The  soul  may  yearn; 

Nor  yet  into  a  reed  wilt  vanish — 
No  pipe  wilt  give  wheref  rom  I  may 

Some  minor  solace  glean,  and  banish 
The  giftless  day. 

Oh,  thou  art  finer,  thou  art  fairer, 
Than  any  maids  on  earth  that  shine, 

A  more  celestial  spirit,  rarer — 
A  gleam  divine. 

Yea,  thou  wert  only  wrought  to  haunt  us, 
Only  given  our  souls  to  fire, 

Divinely  sent  to  urge  and  taunt  us 
To  high  desire. 

And  he  whose  soul  is  earnest,  fleetest, 
Though  never,  never  he  attain, 

Yet  for  his  striving  reaps  the  sweetest 
Of  love  and  pain. 
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THE  LOVES  OF  THE  WINDS 

RISING  from  his  white  couch,  the  North 
Wind  said: 
I  love  the  winter,  deserts  and  the  dead; 
Bare  boughs,   short  days,  and   long  and 
lonely  nights; 
Deep  snows,  great  stars,  and  cold  Valhalla  lights. 

The  East  Wind  said:  I  love  my  April  rains 
That  melt  the  shrouding  snows;  the  hills  and  plains, 
Released,  I  love,  and  love  to  haunt  green  nooks, 
Wood  violets,  and  buds,  and  unbound  brooks. 

The  red-lipped  South  Wind  said:  My  Indian  vales 

I  love;  spice-groves,  roses  and  nightingales. 

I  love  Love;  moons  that  honey  all  the  hours, 

And  dawns  and  dusks  that  ope  and  close  like  flowers. 

Then  said  the  brown  West  Wind:     O  good  friends 

three, 

I  love  you  all,  love  what  you  love — love  sea 
And  land  in  all  their  moods — love  Autumn  most, 
And  love,  when  she  is  gone,  her  golden  ghost. 
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MUTATION 


I 


N  spring,  love  seemed  a  butterfly, 

A  spirit  gay  and  bright, 
That  scorned  the  earth,  lived  in  the  sky, 
And  seldom  would  alight. 


In  summertime,  love  seemed  a  flower, 

A  fragrant  thing  and  fair, 
That  made  the  morning  sweet,  the  hour 

Of  evening  like  a  prayer. 

In  autumn  days,  love  seemed  the  fruit, 

Of  some  Hesperian  tree, 
As  full  of  nectar  as  a  lute 

Is  full  of  melody. 

But  now  that  winter  sways  the  land, 

Love  seems  a  dazzling  star, 
Held  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand 

Above  all  worlds  that  are. 

SEA  WIND 

OVER  the  sedges  and  through  the  hedges 
A  sea-wind  blew; 
Over  the  meadows  and  through  the  shad- 
ows 

Of  beech  and  yew; 

O'er  stream  and  fountain,  and  up  the  mountain 
Into  a  cloud, 
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And  bore  it  flying  to  parched  lands  lying 

As  in  a  shroud. 
And  then,  high-winging,  it  went  a-singing 

Back  to  the  shore, 
Happy  in  thinking  blossoms  were  drinking 

Of  life  once  more; 
Happy  in  knowing  roses  were  blowing 

And  birds  were  gay, 
Where,  ere  it  sounded,  soon  had  been  mounded 

Their  tombs  that  day. 
Over  the  sedges  and  through  the  hedges 

A  sea-wind  blew — 
Oh  that  my  yearning  heart,  that  seems  burning, 

Were  drenched  with  dew; 
Oh  that  my  spirit  now  might  inherit 

The  song  of  you. 


THE  PASSING  OF  A  DREAM 

COME,  let  us  bury  our  Dream. 
See  where  she  lies; 
Closed  are  her  eyes 
That  once  were  the  gleam 
That  fired  us,  inspired  us  and  led; 
Lo,  she  is  dead. 

See  how  her  hair, 

Golden  and  bright, 
Makes  sunlight  there; 
Here  it  is  night, 
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Here  where  our  hearts  throb  in  their  gloom, 
Throb  in  the  chamber  of  Doom ; 
Here  where  soon  we  start  for  her  tomb. 
Marble  her  brow  is; 
Cold,  cold  she  now  is 

Who  once  with  a  nod  so  fanned  us  to  flame, 
Purged  as  with  fire, 
The  dissolute  lyre, 
And  urged  us  to  fame. 
Fit  those  lips  for  the  kiss  of  a  god, 
But  now  how  pale,  how  drawn, 
The  clay  forgot.    The  soul  being  gone, 
Hard,  is  it  not, 

Kissing  her  now,  to  kiss  the  rod 
That  smites  us  with  lashes  of  steel? 
Hard  for  us  who  love  her 
To  kneel  and  discover 
But  death  in  her  form? 
She  whom  in  storm 
Of  life  we  ran  to 
More  than  a  man  to 
For  comfort  and  cheer? 
Let  fall  the  tear ; 
'Tis  manly  to  weep. 

With  resolute  face, 
Take  up  her  bier 

For  the  dark,  deep,  desolate  place, 
Kiss  her  once  more, 
And  cover  her  o'er; 
The  Gleam  has  fled, 
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The  Dream  is  dead. 
Yet,  lo,  like  her  soul, 

The  morning-star  is  up! 
Away!  and  be  our  goal 

(For  all  the  bitter  in  our  cup) 
Still  higher  set;  she  wills  it  so. 
Our  path  is  sunward ;  let  us  go. 
The  grass  is  wet, 
Not  with  regret, 
But  with  ambrosial  dew, 
Distilled  from  midnight's  me, 
To  balm  the  blossoms  new. 


SHADOWS 

OR  if  the  Shadow  journey  at  thy  side, 
Or  run  before  thee,  or  behind,  be  friend 
To  it;  for  surely  till  the  journey  end 
No  one  may  go  without  it,  nor  may  hide. 
At  morn,  at  noon,  at  eve,  whate'er  betide, 
Fail  not  to  speak  with  it,  until  it  send 
Some  greeting  back,  some  cheer  that  makes  amend 
For  hours  wherein  is  but  a  silence  wide. 
The  soul  doth  thirst  for  high  companionship; 

All  days  to  her  are  slavery,  seeing  this 
Her  earthly  house  is  but  a  prison  strong. 
The  joy  of  hope  is  balm ;  but  to  her  lip 

There  is  a  sweeter  nectar,  greater  bliss — 
The  wine  that's  turned  from  sorrow  into  Song. 
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THE  TWO  GARDENS 


i 


'L,L  make  myself  a  garden  new; 
The  old,  alas !  is  worn-out  soil ; 
Work  how  I  may,  the  blooms  are  few 
That  pay  for  toil. 


I'll  lock  the  gate,  and  let  it  rest, 
And  let  whatever  grow  that  may; 

The  weed,  the  bramble  shall  infest, 
And  have  their  way. 

But,  oh,  think  not  I  shall  forget 
The  spot  that  I  have  loved  so  long; 

Nor  shall  the  lost  provoke  regret, 
Nor  mar  my  song. 

Oh,  no !  the  new  may  claim  my  hand, 
Morning  and  noon  and  afternoon; 

Yet  by  the  old  sometimes  I'll  stand 
And  hum  a  tune, 

Saying  in  part:    "Old   garden,  sleep, 
The  while  within  the  heart  of  me 

Old  dreams,  old  hopes,  old  loves  lie  deep 
As  bloom  in  thee. 

The  hour  may  come  when  I  again, 
Uprooting  all  thy  weedy  store, 

Can  make  thee  please  the  souls  of  men 
As  once  before. 
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But  come  that  time,  or  come  it  not, 
Though  in  the  new  my  spade  I  ply, 

The  old  shall  never  be  forgot 
Until  I  die." 

For  who,  where  once  his  heart  has  beat 
With  love  for  visions  bright  and  fair, 

But  oft  returns  on  wayworn  feet 
To  worship  there? 

The  temple  where  our  souls  have  knelt 
May,  crumbling,  fall  into  decay; 

But  there,  though  every  vestige  melt, 
The  Dream  shall  stay. 


THE  LAUGHING  LEAVES 

IND-tossed,  long  as  they  live,  the  trees 

Are  jubilant  communities. 

Why  do  you  laugh,  O  gentle  leaves? 

The  grain  is  all  bound  up  in  sheaves, 
And  you  yourselves  are  sere  and  brown, 
And  here  and  there  one  flutters  down 
To  be  forever  lost  to  all 
Your  merriment,  to  robin's  call, 
And  to  the  autumn's  drowsy  lay; 
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Yet  still  you  laugh  as  when  the  May 
First  kissed  you,  waxen,  glossy,  green, 
And  you,  unworn  by  time,  were  seen. 
Are  you  but  laughing,  leaves,  at  man, 
Who  knows  you  not,  and  never  can 
Until  he  quits  the  sorry  round 
Of  loving  things  that  are  but  found 
To  be  of  dross — when  at  the  last 
The  bubbles  of  his  life  are  past, 
And  age  betrays?    Ah,  yes,  you  hold 
The  secret  of  true  mirth,  and,  old 
Or  young,  rejoice,  content  to  feel 
Time  makes  no  wound  he  does  not  heal. 


T 


TWO  ROSES 

HE  rose  of  dawn  and  the  rose  of  night — 

Oh,  sisters  twain  they  are; 
And  one  is  sprinkled  with  dewdrops  bright, 
And  one  with  many  a  star. 


And  one  is  the  rose  of  Labor's  brow, 

And  one  the  rose  of  Rest ; 
And  which  I  love  the  better  is  now 

An  unrewarded  quest. 

For  when  I  see  the  splendor  of  morn, 

I  hail  it  and  rejoice; 
And  when  the  bloom  of  evening  is  born, 

Joy  also  finds  a  voice. 
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The  rose  of  dawn  is  the  rose  of  earth, 
Its  fragrance  sweet,  how  sweet; 

But  the  rose  of  night  exhales  its  worth 
Where  only  wings  do  beat. 

For  the  rose  of  night  is  the  rose  of  dreams, 

The  rose  of  Israfel; 
And  in  its  center  of  dusk  and  gleams 

The  singer  himself  doth  dwell. 

And  so  my  soul  is  a  throbbing  lyre, 

O'er  which  two  spirits  rule; 
One  showers  it  with  her  flakes  of  fire, 

And  one  with  poppies  cool. 


T 


LOOKING  FORWARD 

HE  brave  to  other  fields  than  war 
Now  turn  to  follow  up  their  star ; 
The  fife  and  drum  now  lead  no  more 
To  death,  for  lo!  on  every  shore, 
On  every  sea,  no  more  the  sound 
Of  guns  is  heard ;  nor  on  the  ground, 
Nor  on  the  wave,  the  stain  is  red 
That  tells  of  earth's  deluded  dead. 

Now  Liberty  and  Justice  move 
Like    comrades    through    the    world;    and 
Love, 
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Grown  up,  pursues  his  happy  way, 

With  ready  hand,  where'er  he  may, 

To  help  mankind.     Oh,  sweet  the  hour 

Wherein  the  all-subduing  Power 

Is  that  which  blesses,  everywhere, 

Gives  life  more  life,  makes  fair  more  fair. 

O  Time,  we  thank  thee  for  thy  boon ; 
Man  upward  wheels  unto  his  noon, 
Behind  him  many  a  rocky  path, 
Pitfalls  of  shame  and  hells  of  wrath; 
And  now  advances  to  the  height, 
Clothed  on  as  with  celestial  light, 
Within  his  eyes  the  godlike  gleam 
Of  one  self-conquered  and  supreme. 
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SUNSET  HILL 

STOOD  upon  a  wind-swept  height 

At  sunset's  holy  hour, 
Stood  in  a  dome  of  crimson  light, 

As  in  some  mammoth  flower. 

Then  one  by  one,  the  petals  fell, 

And  I  beheld  again, 
Afar,  below,  as  by  some  spell, 

The  real  abodes  of  men. 
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Yet  still  my  soul  was  in  a  dream, 
Mine  eyes  the  bright  clouds  sought; 

'Twas  there  I  dwelt,  for  there  did  seem 
The  mansion  of  my  thought. 

Dusk  slowly  purpled  all  the  vale, 

Yet  I  left  not  the  peak ; 
Too  charmed  by  nature's  wonder-tale 

Was  I  to  move  or  speak. 

And  long,  oh,  long,  I  read  the  tome, 

The  tome  of  changing  lights, 
And  somehow  felt  myself  at  home 

Among  the  glowing  heights. 

Night  came  and  laid  on  me  her  hand, 

And  said,  with  soothing  voice : 
"Nature  you  love  and  understand, 

And  therefore,  soul,  rejoice. 

"Return,  return  unto  your  door; 

His  lesson  is  complete 
Who  hungers  ever  more  and  more 

For  things  divinely  sweet." 

Then  down  into  the  vale  I  went, 

While,  all  the  heavens  through, 
The  Wind  a  hymn  of  deep  content 

Upon  his  trumpets  blew. 
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And  I,  borne  on  as  by  a  throng 
Of  spirits,  found  my  rest, 

Within  my  heart  the  magic  song 
Of  those  supremely  blest; 

Within  my  soul  that  vision's  gleam- 
A  house  by  hands  not  made, 

A  house  but  fashioned  of  a  dream, 
Yet  one  that  cannot  fade. 


CRUCIFIXION 

YES,  none  of  us  but  crucifies  his  soul; 
The  thorns  of  Lust  do  crown  it,  and  the 
spears 
Of  baser  Passions  pierce  it  manifold, 
And  then  is  darkness  round  about,  and  roar 
Of  sudden  tempest  lit  by  leaping  flame, 

The  while  Remorse  and  pale  Repentance  lift 
That  down  which  once  was  all  a  thing  of  Light, 
But  is,  so  seems  it  now,  a  mass  of  Night. 

Then  comes  the  sepulcher  of  gloom,  the  swift 
Passing  of  time,  wherein  the  very  name 

Of  Life  seems  Death ;  and  then  from  forth  the  door 
Of  desolation  the  great  stone  is  rolled, 

And,  lo,  the  Resurrection — and  new  years, 
Wherein  perchance  is  found  some  happy  goal. 
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COMPENSATION 

HE  brought  me  roses  when  'twas  morn, 

And  violets  at  noon; 
At  eve  she  brought  forget-me-nots 
From  some  cool  nook  of  June. 


Ah,  little  of  the  flowers  I  saw 
The  while  she  lingered  near; 

But  now  she's  gone,  I  kiss  them  all — 
And  leave  in  some  a  tear. 

Here  in  the  hospital,  'twere  not 

A  dreadful  thing  to  cease, 
Knowing  that  she  would  come  at  dawn, 

With  flowers,  and  whisper  "Peace." 
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DREAM  LORE 

DREAMED  I  heard  a  robin  sing, 
I  dreamed  I  heard  a  bluebird's  note, 

The  while  I  saw  the  new  grass  spring, 
Saw  many  a  bud  in  fairy  coat. 


Then  I  awoke  to  see  with  eyes 

That  mocked  me  with  a  wintry  show ; 

But  I  believe  my  soul  is  wise, 

And  take  her  word  for  what  I  know. 
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She  is  not  bound  to  any  state, 
Her  wings  are  free  to  soar  and  roam ; 

And  where  she  will  she  speeds,  elate, 
And  where  she  will  she  makes  her  home. 

Now  she  is  radiant  in  the  East, 
And  now  is  glorious  in  the  West; 

Now  sips  the  wine  of  Sorrow's  feast, 
Now  quaffs  the  nectar  of  the  Blest. 

Therefore,  in  dreams,  with  her  I  go, 
Forget  the  while  this  house  of  dust; 

Her  promptings  take  for  what  I  know, 
Her  music  hear,  her  vision  trust. 
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ASPEN  SONG 

H,  make  for  me  a  poem, 

And  make  for  me  a  song, 
That  I  may  read  at  evening, 

And  sing  the  morning  long; 
The  one  of  minor  music, 

The  one  of  laughter  gay, 
That  I  may  keep  my  spirit 
In  full  accord  with  day; 
That  I  may  be  an  aspen, 
To  all  the  moods  of  earth, 


32 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 

That  I  may  sigh  with  sorrow, 

And  also  laugh  with  mirth; 
That  I  may  feel  the  winter, 

And  therefore  honor  spring, 
And,  being  kin  to  summer, 

Love  autumn's  saddening. 

Yes,  make  for  me  a  poem 

And  make  for  me  a  lay, 
That  I  may  weave  the  shadow 

And  weave  the  sunny  ray 
Into  a  web  of  music — 

Into  a  heart  so  strong 
That  never  any  tempest 

Can  drown  the  voice  of  song; 
That  never  any  sorrow 

Can  wholly  blight  the  hour, 
For  near  to  every  bramble 

Shall  spring  a  happy  flower, 
Whose  soul  of  subtle  fragrance 

Shall  bear  the  gloom  away — 
Until  the  bud  of  darkness 

Shall  blossom  into  day. 
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TO  KEATS 

POET,  if  thy  sole  love  was  Beauty,  then 
That  sonnet  wish  of  thine  came  true  in- 
deed ; 
For  thou  wast  pillowed  soon — afar  from 

men — 

Upon  her  breast,  within  thy  hand  her  reed, 
Which  thou  didst  know  divinely  sweet  to  play. 
Yes,  she  it  was  who  heard  thy  hope  and  gave 
Thee  peace;  caught  up  thy  weary  soul  away 

From  dross  of  earth  and  daisied  o'er  thy  grave. 
Somewhere,  I  fancy,  thou  art  singing  now 
More  honeyed  songs  than  mortals  ever 

heard, 
The  while  immortal  laurel  wreathes  thy  brow, 

And  spirit  millions  listen  to  thy  word 
In  wonderment,  outwitting  less  desires: 
Hushed  all  their  wings,  hushed  all  their  golden  lyres. 
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THE  BELL 

FEEL  that  in  my  heart,  unsought, 

There  lies  a  sunken  bell, 
That  once  within  a  tower  of  thought 

Was  wont  with  Joy  to  dwell. 

A  storm  there  was,  upon  a  night 
In  which  the  bell  did  fall, 
Down-clanging  from  its  sunny  height, 
To  sleep  beneath  its  pall. 

And  there  it  lies,  asunder,  mute, 

While  in  the  tower,  on  high, 
The  wind  of  memory,  like  a  lute, 

Rifted,  can  only  sigh. 
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THE  JOLLY  WORLD 

HE  world  he  is  a  jolly  world, 
If  you  but  take  him  right; 
He  loves  a  laugh,  he  loves  a  song, 
He  loves  a  stubborn  fight. 

Then  laugh  ho !  ho !  and  laugh  ha !  ha ! 

And  merry  shall  you  be, 
For  oh,  the  world's  a  royal  friend, 

And  loves  good  company. 
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His  eye  is  keen,  his  cheeks  aglow, 
His  heart  it  beats  in  tune; 

His  soul  is  bright  as  is  the  light 
That  floods  the  flowers  in  June. 

He  laughs  ha !  ha !  he  laughs  ho !  ho ! 

And  bids  you  laugh  no  less, 
Which  if  you  do,  he's  fond  of  you, 

And  shares  his  happiness. 

Then  come  with  me  and  join  the  song 
And  dance  till  sorrows  end, 

Come,  laugh  ha!  ha!  and  laugh  ho!  ho! 
With  this  our  mutual  friend. 

The  old  year's  gone;  forget  it  quite — 
Except  the  love  and  joy; 

Remembering  which,  a  garland  twine 
To  crown  Time's  latest  boy. 
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FLORENCE 

FLORENCE,  thou  art  the  flower  of  cities, 
fair 
Beyond  the  dream  of  Fancy  or  of  Song, 
Exhaling    fragrance    through    the    cen- 
turies long, 

Till  even  deserts  seem  not  wholly  bare ; 
For  thou  hast  richened  all  the  world;  and  where 
Thy  name  is  heard  appears  a  goodly  throng 
Of  ghosts  that  do  thee  honor  and  make  strong 
Thy  claim  to  high  distinction,  sweet  and  rare. 

Yea,  there  are  those  who  loved  thee  as  a  bride, 
And  wrought  not  for  themselves  so  much  as  thee, 

Until  no  queenlier  city  men  could  find — 
Unselfish  souls  that  laid  the  myrrh  of  pride 
And  genius  at  thy  feet,  nor  sought  a  fee 

Above  what  roses  gather  from  the  wind. 
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A  SEA  CHANGE 

MJSING,  I  wandered  in  an  unknown  land, 
Through  forests  old,  through  valleys  dark 
and  deep, 
O'er  deserts  vast  and  many  a  mountain 

steep, 

Until,  at  last,  a  wild,  surf-beaten  strand 
I  trod,  and  saw,  half  buried  in  the  sand, 
A  sundered  ship,  o'er  which  the  waves  did  leap 
And  dower  with  dripping  weeds  that  seemed  to  weep, 
In  vain,  its  fallen  might  of  proud  command; 
Then,  drawing  nearer,  I  beheld  its  name — 
The  Dream — and  knew  that  once  the  ship  was  mine, 
A  ship  that  long  ago  I  gave  the  seas, 
Hoping  'twould  gain  the  distant  port  of  Fame; 
Watched  long  for  its  return,  and  long  did  pine — 
But  now,  knowing  'tis  wrecked,  rename  it  Peace. 
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SONG 

1     SPOKE  of  love;  she  blushed  and  said: 
"Oh,  love  is  like  the  wayside  rose: 
At  morning  fair,  at  evening  dead ; 
Ask  every  wandering  wind  that  blows." 
I  spoke  of  hope ;  she,  trembling,  blanched 

As  one  afeard,  bereft,  forlorn ; 
Then  pressed  her  heart  as  though  she  stanched 
The  wound  of  some  remembered  thorn. 

Then  said  I :  "Sweet,  forget  the  grief 

That  haunts  thee  so  this  sunny  hour; 
The  dew  is  still  upon  the  leaf, 

Still  fair  and  fragrant  is  the  flower," 
Whereat  she  said,  the  while  a  tear 

Upon  her  lashes  starred  their  night : 
"  'Twas  joy  that  filled  my  heart  with  fear — 

Such  fear  as  blossoms  into  light." 

THE  WEEDS  OF  WANDER  LANE 

IN  Wander  Lane  the  weeds  grow  tall, 
And  there  I  love  to  walk ; 
For  somehow  I  do  love  them  all, 
And  love  with  them  to  talk. 
They  touch  my  hands  as  I  go  by, 

They  even  touch  my  cheek, 
Until  on  them  I  bend  an  eye, 
And  with  them  stop  and  speak. 
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Down  Wander  Lane  I  often  go, 

And  leave  those  flowers  behind 
That  in  my  formal  garden  grow 

And  scent  the  squandering  wind. 
I  love  them  all,  but  more  I  love 

The  weeds  of  Wander  Lane, 
That  with  their  simple  beauty  prove 

How  queenly  are  the  plain. 

They  rest  the  soul  and  rest  the  heart, 

And  strengthen  both  anew, 
As  one  who,  drinking  long  of  Art, 

Doth  yearn  again  for  dew; 
And,  speeding  back  to  brook  and  field, 

In  Nature's  living  might 
Repowers  himself,  and  finds  unsealed 

The  fountain  of  delight. 

In  Wander  Lane  the  weeds  grow  strong, 

With  no  one's  hand  to  rule ; 
They  wear  the  dignity  of  song, 

Untaught  of  any  school ; 
Such  dignity  is  theirs  as  bards 

In  Doric  ages  wore, 
Content  with  sun  and  rain  and  shards, 

And  asking  nothing  more. 
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THE  BRIG  O'  DREAD 

HE  ancient  arch  that  leads  from  Life 

Is  narrow  as  the  grave — 
Dark,  dark  it  is,  the  Brig  o'  Dread, 
And  spans  a  darker  wave. 


Three  souls  came  to  the  deep  water — 
"And  must  we  cross?"  quoth  they; 

One  was  a  child,  and  one  a  maid, 
And  one  was  old  and  gray. 

Then  said  a  Voice  from  o'er  the  flood ; 

"Ye  all  must  cross  to  me." 
Up  spake  the  maid :  "  Tis  black  beyond ; 

Thy  face  I  cannot  see. 

"Life  here  is  sweet  as  honeycomb, 

And  I  am  fair  and  young," 
With  fear  she  sank  unto  the  ground, 

As  by  an  adder  stung. 

With  fear  she  trembled  as  a  leaf, 
And  grew  full  pale  and  cold. 

"I  pray  thee  let  me  tarry  here," 
Pleaded  the  graybeard  old. 
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"I  have  my  golden  memories, 
And  I  would  count  them  o'er; 

For  all  its  strange  vicissitudes, 
This  is  a  pleasant  shore." 

He  leaned  upon  his  staff,  and  shook 

As  though  in  Palsy's  hand. 
Then  said  the  child,  with  face  divine: 

"The  Voice  I  understand. 

"When  mother  puts  me  in  my  bed, 

And  takes  the  lamp  away, 
She  says,  'Lie  still  and  sleep,  my  dear, 

For  soon  will  come  the  day.' 

"And  then  I  shut  my  eyes,  and  when 

I  open  them  'tis  light; 
The  Voice  that  called  us  seemed  like  hers; 

I  do  not  fear  the  night." 

Then  rose  the  maid  and  kissed  the  child, 
The  old  man,  smiling,  blest ; 

So,  unafraid,  the  three  passed  o'er 
The  Brig  o'  Dread,  to  rest. 
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SONG 

HAT  have  you  brought  me,  robin, 

What  have  you  brought  me,  pray? 
A  fragrance  from  the  Southland, 
A  hope  for  me  to-day? 

My  cheek  is  pale  with  winter, 
My  heart  is  sick  and  lone; 

But,  oh,  your  breast,  so  flaming, 
Wakes  embers  in  my  own. 

Your  song  inspires  my  pulses 

As  I  had  drunk  of  wine; 
My  soul,  so  long  despondent, 

Remembers  'tis  divine. 

What  have  you  brought  me,  robin, 
What  have  you  brought  today? 

A  dream  from  out  the  Southland — 
The  dream  you  took  away! 
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DREAM  PATHS 

MY  soul  doth  ever  tease  me  into  dreams, 
At  dawn,  at  noon  and  every  dusky  eve ; 
Yea,  bids  me  all  my  tyrant  tasks  to  leave 
And    wander    in    deep    woods,    by    quiet 

streams, 

In  mountain  solitudes,  or  where  the  beams 
Of  the  full  moon  a  fairy  network  weave 
About  some  ruin  old,  where  lone  winds  grieve, 
Where  that  which  once  had  life  a  phantom  seems. 
And  when  I  would  return  unto  the  day, 
She  looks  at  me  with  wide  and  pleading  eyes 
That  hold  me  still,  the  while  she  whispers  low: 
"How  soon,  how  soon  the  dross  shall  melt  away 

And  leave  thee  but  a  spirit  to  these  skies ; 
Learn  now  what  then  the  soul  shall  love  to  know." 
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THE  MOLE  DESCENDING 


D 


ARKNESS  is  my  light; 

Therefore  a  furrow 
In  eternal  night 

'Tis  mine  to  burrow. 


At  morn  the  proud  lark, 
To  heaven  ascended, 

Wearies ;  seeks  the  dark, 
And  there  is  mended. 

Why  soar,  and  why  sing, 
If  song  so  harry? 

Better  is  no  wing 
Than  loads  to  carry. 

Better  is  no  sight 
Than  a  blind  seeing; 

Better  a  king  of  night 
Than  day's  slave  being. 

Happy,  growing  fatter, 
Down,  down  I  delve. 

The  month  ?  no  matter, 
Merry  all  the  twelve. 
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SONG 

LEEP,  that  in  the  poppy  lies, 

Let  me  learn  of  you 
How  to  seal  these  weary  eyes 
With  your  happy  dew. 

Teach  me,  as  you  teach  the  flower, 

How  to  find  repose; 
In  the  twilight's  magic  hour 

Change  me  to  a  rose ! 

Then,  perchance,  my  way  at  morn 

One  I  love  might  come, 
Pluck  the  rose,  and  leave  the  thorn 

Fit  for  martyrdom. 
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THE  UPPER  TRAIL 

1KNOW  a  trail,  an  upper  one, 
That  leaves  the  vale  behind, 
A  path  that's  flooded  with  the  sun, 
And  freshened  by  the  wind; 
A  mountain  path,  a  rocky  way, 

With  here  and  there  a  rose, 
And,  farther  up,  though  June  the  day, 
The  everlasting  snows. 

It  is  the  path  I  love  and  seek ; 

Its  large  horizon  thrills, 
For,  looking  outward  from  the  peak, 

I  see  a  thousand  hills; 
A  sea  of  cloud,  perchance,  below, 

Above,  the  stainless  blue, 
Wherein,  sometimes,  majestic,  slow, 

An  eagle  sails  in  view. 

And  so  my  dream  is  not  of  vales, 

Where  mute  the  water  glides, 
But  of  those  heights  whose  nightingales 

Are  torrents,  and  their  brides, 
That  sing  unto  the  solitudes 

Not  any  song  forlorn, 
But  sing  a  music  whose  deep  moods 

Are  in  accord  with  Morn. 
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And  so,  enchanted,  I  forget 

The  toilsome  way  I  came, 
While,  far  below,  the  sun  is  set 

That  here  crowns  all  with  flame, 
As  though,  reluctant,  it  delayed 

To  leave  its  peaks  to  night, 
And  on  their  brows  a  blessing  laid 

Whose  blossom  is  this  light. 

Oh,  ever  in  the  upper  path 

May  we  move  up  and  on, 
Until  the  wide  horizon  hath 

A  vision  of  that  Dawn 
Wherein  our  souls  shall  see  the  face 

Of  Truth,  and  with  her  speak — 
Sometime,  somehow,  in  some  high  place 

Akin  to  this  great  peak. 
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SUNSET  IN  NEW  HAMPSHIRE 

IT  must  be  that  these  rugged  hills  inspire 
The  nomad  clouds  to  robe  themselves  to 
mate 
Their  pride  of  power;  or  that  we  kneel, 
elate, 

Divinely  near  to  Heaven's  high  altar  fire; 
For  lo !  at  eve  the  West  appears  the  pyre 
Of  Troy;  or  yet,  at  some  triumphant  fete, 
The  haughty,  proud  and  congregated  state 
Of  sea-born,  gold-and-purple-loving  Tyre. 
There,  half  the  Grecian  violets  behold; 

And  there,  the  roses  bright  of  Naishapur ; 
Yonder,  the  bloom  of  Britain  and  of  Gaul. 

New  Hampshire,  poor  in  some  things,  thou  dost  fold 

Glory  about  thee,  and,  in  odorous  myrrh 
Of  loveliness,  art  richer  than  Transvaal. 
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SHIPS 

1AM  a  ship,  a  ship  on  canvas  wrought, 
A  painted  sea  around  me  running  high, 
And  o'er  me  one  white  gull,  in  the  still  sky, 
With  wings  outspread,  like  mine — and  all 

for  nought. 

Oh  that  I  might  be  real,  by  winds  be  caught, 
And  o'er  real  oceans  heave.     Lo,  here  I  lie 
In  silence,  like  a  dream ;  the  years  go  by, 
And  yet  to  no  world's  harbor  am  I  brought." 
So  seemed  the  spirit  of  the  ship  to  mourn 
In  mute  appeal.     Deep-musing,  I  replied : 
"Grieve  not,  hope  on ;  man's  soul,  as  well  as  thine, 
Is  bound ;  though  wing'd,  it  gains  no  happy  bourne ; 
But,  like  a  painted  shadow  on  the  wide 
Sea  spaces,  yearns,  like  thee,  for  things  divine." 
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A  NUN  OF  THE  WOODS 


o 


H,  doth  the  violet  sigh 

To  look  upon  the  sun  ? 
She  knows  his  golden  eye 
Is  searching  out  the  sky 
Where  laughing  waters  run, 
And  well  she  also  knows 
He  smiles  upon  the  rose 
Until  her  days  be  done. 

And  yet  without  complaint, 
Her  cloister  walls  within, 

A  modest  little  saint, 

Without  or  tear  or  taint, 
She  thinks  no  little  sin ; 

Contented  just  to  be, 

Though  him  she  never  see, 
Her  master's  humble  kin. 

And  so  she  lives  her  days 

Where  many  shadows  meet, 
A  happy  nun  of  ways 
That  are  beyond  our  praise — 

A  lamp  unto  our  feet, 

Whose  spirit  is  so  fine 
We  know  it  is  divine 

And  more  than  roses  sweet. 
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FRIENDS 

THE  great  green  hands  of  the  wild  sea 
Reached  up  to  grasp  and  gather  me, 
Yet  touched  me  not,  and  drew  away 
With  something  of  a  friendly  air, 
As  I  were  not  unwelcome  there. 

For  I,  like  the  old  sea,  am  gray, 
I  also  but  a  little  wave 
Betwixt  the  cradle  and  the  grave, 
With  but  a  mimic  race  to  run — 
A  fellow  wanderer  in  the  sun, 
Hither  and  thither  urged  and  tost, 
Until  within  Time's  ocean  lost. 


G 


PROGRESSION 

RIEVE  not  that  creeds  decay ; 

Truth  cannot  die  ; 
Dreams  are  but  vapors  that  obscure  the  Day 

— Let  them  go  by. 


Rear  not  thy  House  on  sand ; 

Dig  deep  and  wide, 
Go  down  to  rock,  and  there  a  House  be  planned 

That  shall  abide. 

But  "What  is  truth?"  you  ask. 

In  facts  unskilled, 
To  seek,  to  dig,  is  our  allotted  task, 

And  not  to  build ! 
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COLUMBIA  MUSES 

1LOOK  upon  my  goodly  sons  and  daugh- 
ters, 
And  with  a  mother's  sorrow  my  heart  fills 
To  think  they  love  the  little  Laughing 

Waters 
More  than  the  lofty  music  of  the  Hills. 

Too  long  are  they  as  children,  seeking  pleasures 
Of  children,  bubble-blowers,  sowing  not, 

Reaping  not  of  the  great  and  golden  treasures 
Whose  seeds,  unsown,  awaiting,  are  forgot. 

But,  haply,  in  the  future,  from  the  mountains, 
So  sweet,  so  strangely  sweet  a  song  shall  flow 

That  these  my  children,  by  the  tinkling  fountains 
Of  life,  shall  listen,  love,  and  upward  go. 

And,  finding,  as  they  mount,  the  path  diviner, 
Shall  leave  full  many  playthings  by  the  way; 

And,  looking  back  from  out  a  region  finer, 

Ask,  "Why  so  long  in  Toyland  was  our  stay?" 
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IN  ARCADIA 

AS  one  who  closes  some  scholastic  tome, 
Saharan  to  his  taste,  and  searches  out 
The  pages  of  some  tale  of  faery  rout, 
And  feels  once  more  as  he  had  wandered 

home, 

So  I  do  feel  when  far  the  clamorous  Rome 
Of  care  is  left  behind,  and  wakes  the  shout 
Of  wind  and  stream,  while  all  unrolled  about 
Is  nature's  scroll  beneath  an  azure  dome. 
The  country-side — it  joyed  Maeonides, 

Bourgeoned  the  mind  of  bronzed  Theocritus, 

And  gave  the  song  of  Horace  helm  and  sail ; 
Yea,  'tis  the  realm  wherein  those  magic  seas 
Surged  round  the  soul  of  Keats,  till,  emulous, 
He  sang  more  sweetly  than  the  nightingale. 

DOORS 

YES,  the  heart  has  many  doors, 
Opening  out  to  many  shores ; 
Opening  out  to  sunny  seas, 
And  to  wave-worn  Hebrides  ; 
Opening  out  to  winter  fields, 
And  to  what  the  summer  yields; 
Opening  out  to  joy  and  grief, 
Budding  bough  and  falling  leaf. 
Never  faints  the  earnest  soul, 
All  doors  lead  unto  her  goal ; 
Smiling,  bravely  forth  she  goes, 
Reaping  rue  or  reaping  rose ; 
Life  to  her  is  good  indeed, 
Singing  bird  or  sighing  reed. 
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AN  APRIL  SONG 

JBILANT  bird  in  the  treetop  singing, 
What  is  the  dream  that  haunts  thy  strain, 
iere  where  newly  the  grass  is  springing, 
Here  where  the  buds  are  starred  with 

rain? 
Melodious  bird,  thy  song  assembles 

The  happy  ghosts  of  vanished  ways ; 
Sweet,  prophetic,  it  teems  and  trembles 
With  hints  of  wings  for  coming  days. 

Still,  O  bird,  in  the  maple  singing, 

What  is  past  or  future  to  thee, 
Here  where  the  wind  the  flower  is  swinging, 

Here  where  the  brook  is  glad  to  be  ? 
The  morning  hour  thy  song  impassions, 

The  rosy  hour  that  is  thy  wine, 
This  present  hour  that  fills  and  fashions 

Thy  love  and  makes  thy  life  divine. 

Jubilant  bird  in  the  treetop  singing, 

I  would  my  heart  could  exile  grief ; 
I  would  my  soul  might  cease  her  clinging 

To  dreams  that  show  the  faded  leaf. 
Oh  to  hope  for  a  bud  to-morrow ; 

Oh  to  sing  as  thou  singest  now, 
Here  where  the  world  puts  off  her  sorrow, 

Here  with  thy  joy  upon  the  bough. 
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IN  THE  CAUCASUS 

THIS  is  the  high  and  rocky  headland  where 
Prometheus  shook  his  chains  defiantly 
In  face  of  him  who  feared  his  liberty ; 
Here  he  protested  to  the  startled  Air, 
And  laid  his  soul  unto  the  Mountains  bare ; 

Here  voiced  his  hardships  to  the  brothered  Sea, 
And  formed  those  plans  for  man  that  set  thought 

free, 

And  drove  old  Darkness,  wounded,  to  his  lair. 
Ages  are  passed ;  the  Titan  still  is  here, 

Speeding  the  torch  of  pure  Intelligence ; 
And  Earth  wheels  forward  to  resplendent  Noon, 
Wherein  shall  be  no  shadow  and  no  fear, 

To  doubt  the  wise  eternal  Elements 
That  order  all  things  well,  or  late,  or  soon. 
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THE  JOY  OF  AGE 


¥ 


HAT  though  'twere  willed  I  be 
The  last  leaf  on  the  tree  ? 
Life  is  so  sweet, 
I  should  not  greatly  care 
If  I  were  called  to  share 
Its  cold  and  sleet. 


Though  wrinkled  and  alone, 
Though  every  sign  were  flown 

Of  bird  and  flower, 
No  doubt  I  still  should  find, 
Within  the  freezing  wind, 

A  pleasant  hour. 

For  keener  grows  the  thought 
Of  joy  when  life  is  fraught 

With  clouds  and  tears, 
And  Fancy  brighter  weaves 
Her  web  when  hope  deceives 

The  wayworn  years. 

Yes,  let  me,  if  'tis  best, 
Upon  the  tree's  bare  crest 

Swing  lone  and  long, 
Tossed  high  and  low,  till  Spring 
Through  all  the  branches  sing 

Her  maiden  song. 
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Then,  as  the  new  buds  come, 
Let  me,  unnoticed,  dumb, 

Descend  to  earth, 
And,  as  I  fall,  rejoice 
To  hear  the  piping  voice 

Of  vernal  mirth. 

So  shall  I  reap  twofold 
The  pleasures  of  the  old — 

The  knowledge  fond 
That  I  have  wintered  grief, 
And  kissed  the  budding  leaf 

Of  life  beyond. 


AT  SUNRISE 

Uwhat  a  glory  fills  the  dawning  east, 
Imperial  splendors  of  the  richest  dyes, 
s  though  were  spread  some  great  Olym- 
pian feast — 

See,  see !  Apollo  mounts  the  waiting  skies, 
And  all  the  colors,  blending  in  his  light, 

Proclaim  him  king  with  universal  sway; 
While  earth  rejoices  at  the  fall  of  Night, 
And  puts  her  fears  and  all  her  glooms  away. 
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The  vapors  rise,  like  ghosts,  from  all  the  vales, 

And  into  song  the  fields  and  woodlands  break ; 
And  all  the  Muses,  like  to  nightingales, 

Lift  up  their  thankful  voices  for  his  sake. 
In  such  a  moment  it  is  good  to  live, 

Inhaling  blessings,  borne  on  every  breath ; 
In  such  a  moment  it  were  good  to  give 

Some  sweet  return — and  smile,  beholding  Death. 


APRIL 

THIS  morning,  when  I  threw  my  casement 
wide, 
In  came  a  gentle  spirit,  young  as  flowers 
But  first  awakened  in  the  morning  hours. 
"  'Tis  April,  April's  self,"  I,  joyful,  cried, 
"With  breath  of  balm,  with  voice  of  bird,  clear-eyed, 
Green-clad,  and  violet-crowned;  with  all  the  powers 
Of  youth  to  tease  us  from  the  darksome  towers 
Of  our  sad  thoughts  into  her  dreams,  outside." 
Then  forth  I  went  with  her,  unshackled,  free; 
The  robin  hopped  before,  the  bluebird  sent 
His  herald  note  ahead ;  while  many  a  bud 

Dappled  the  bough,  and  in  the  firmament 
Floated  one  great  white  cloud,  as  though  to  stud 
With  bales  of  bliss  the  blue  immensity. 
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THE  DEAD  SINGER 

N  OTHER  poet  moves  no  more  adown 
The  leafy  pathways  of  this  world ;  asleep 
In  his  last  sleep  he  lies,  within  the  deep, 
Dark  silence  of  the  Past,  beyond  the  frown 
Or  smile  of  men.    Bring  laurel  for  a  crown, 
And  write  his  name  in  bronze,  and  high  upheap 
His  tomb  with  English  roses;  loving,  weep 
For  him,  our  dear  dead  singer  of  renown. 
And  yet,  rejoice;  rejoice  to  know  that  now 

With  Homer  he  may  hear  the  Odyssey 
Chanted  divinely ;  or,  perchance,  commune 

With  the  sad  Florentine;  or,  brow  to  brow, 
With   Shakespeare  talk — while  all  the  stars,   in 

tune, 
Sing  through  the  gardens  of  Eternity. 
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THE  UNBUILT  HOUSE 

COLUMBIA,  be  not  all  a  Tyre; 
Oh,  build  not  only  for  the  hour, 
But  rear  an  everlasting  tower 
Against  the  toppling  touch  of  Time — 
A  white  shaft  in  a  shining  clime, 
Whereon  shall  burn  the  never-dying  fire 
Of  high  desire; 
Or  else  the  future's  mocking  lyre 

Account  thee  lacking  wit  and  power, 
And  none  shall  name  thee  wise,  and  none  sublime — 
A  weed,  cast  out,  that  might  have  been  the  flower 
And  dower 

Of  earth's  heroic  rhyme, 
Save  for  the  one  huge  worm  within  it  curled. 

Columbia,  rear  a  House  of  Art! 

Say,  where  is  Nero's  House  of  Gold? 
A  sign  and  symbol  for  the  mold 
That  gathers  round  a  greedy  State 
And  rots  it  down,  or  soon  or  late. 
Columbia,  from  such  blighting  shame  depart; 
Enlarge  thy  heart ; 
Oh,  live  not  wholly  in  the  mart; 

Be  not  to  Mammon  basely  sold, 
A  branded  slave,  deserving  of  thy  fate; 
For  thou  art  young  and  fair,  and  he  is  old 
And  bold, 

And  ever  lies  in  wait, 
The  largest,  vilest  dragon  in  this  world. 
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TO  THE  RIVER  MOHAWK 

THROUGHOUT  thy  fair  domain,  O  placid 
stream, 
Thou  art  a  mirror  of  the  changeful  sky 
And  of  thy  verdurous  banks;  so  calmly 

by 

Thou  movest,  scarce  a  ripple  breaks  the  gleam 
Of  thee ;  and  where  thou  ripplest  thou  dost  seem 
To  flow  so  pensively  the  sun's  great  eye 
Beholds  no  haste,  as  though  some  motive  high 
Were  thine,  some  hope,  perchance  a  poet's  dream. 
Thy  lesson  is  tranquillity  and  peace ; 

And,  oh!  I  would  that  I  might  take  to  heart 
Enough  of  each  to  tame  my  restless  soul. 
So  should  I  find,  ere  this  my  journey  cease, 

More  time  to  mirror  back  the  better  part 
Of  life,  and,  all  unfrenzied,  reach  the  goal. 
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THE  SWAMP  ROBIN 

IN  the  dim  wood  the  swamp  robin  sings ; 
Little  he  cares  for  sunny  places; 
Enough  of  joy  to  the  shadow  he  brings 
To  miss  the  smile  of  meadow  faces. 
The  primrose  of  evening  he  loves,  the  scent 

Of  pine — his  purples  just  tinged  with  yellows ; 
The  bobolink,  lark,  to  him  in  his  tent 
Of  cool  dusk,  seem  frivolous  fellows. 

Whether  at  morn  he  sings  on  the  hill, 

Or  at  eve  in  the  vale  thereunder, 
Ever,  I  fancy,  his  pulses  do  thrill 

To  some  new  and  marvelous  wonder, 
As  ever  some  hushed  and  odorous  scene 

Dawns  like  a  dream  on  his  vision ; 
For  his  song,  it  seems,  is  the  song  of  green, 

Laughing  leaves  in  gardens  Elysian. 

What,  is  he,  prophet  ?    Oh,  no ;  he's  too  gay. 

A  priest?    Oh,  no;  he's  not  all  sober. 
Although  he  seeks  not  the  precincts  of  day, 

He  loves  both  his  June  and  October, 
Is  he  poet?    Yea,  perchance,  for  he's  shy; 

Serenely  he  revels  in  minor, 
Because,  well  he  knows  where  the  shadows  lie ; 

Outlooking,  the  light  seems  diviner. 
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SAHARA 
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TEARS,  ye  are  but  superficial  streams 
That   cool   and   green   the   little    fields 

of  woe ; 

Great  grief  is  like  a  desert,  without  dreams, 
Or  hopes,  or  palms,  and  where  no  waters  flow. 


The  hot  sun  burns  it  endlessly,  and  winds 
Upwhirl  it  into  clouds  that  cover  deep 

All  petty  monuments ;  no  flower  it  finds 
To  soothe  it  with,  and  no  imperial  sleep. 

And  if,  perchance,  a  sphinx  and  pyramid 
Of  strength  prevail  against  the  mighty  waste, 

They  hint  but  grandly  of  old  sorrows  hid 

Beneath,  beyond  the  Niles  they  may  not  taste. 


F 


WEALTH 

OR  one  and  all 
Suns  gleam,  rains  fall, 
Stars  glow, 
Winds  blow, 
Seeds  grow; 
All  things  are  free. 
Outcast  is  he 
Who  gathers  more  than's  wise 

For  need — more  than  his  share; 
Yea,  him  the  gods  despise, 
And  him  shall  they  strip  bare. 
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A  DREAM 

I     DREAMED  that  in  her  beauty  was  a  flaw, 
A  spot  upon  the  lily  of  her  soul, 
A  rust  that  ate  the  shining  aureole 
Of  her;  and  then,  aghast,  I  further  saw 
An  evil  spirit  close  unto  her  draw, 

Masked  as  a  god,  to  lure  her  from  the  goal 
Of  her  bright  self,  to  pay  some  monstrous  toll 
Adjudged  to  him  by  some  infernal  law. 

And  then  I  woke,  and  wept  for  joy  to  know 
I  had  but  dreamed,  and  that  beneath  the  sun 

There  lived  no  saintlier  saint — that  love  and  fear 
For  her,  and  my  desire  to  fend  from  woe, 
In  sleep,  had  doubtless  conjured,  one  by  one, 
These  fictions  base,  to  prove  her,  oh,  how  dear. 
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"JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  JO" 

JOHN  ANDERSON,  my  jo,  John," 
How  cold  you  are  and  still; 
You  hear  me  not,  nor  see  me ; 
Ah,  no,  and  never  will. 
Your  hands  are  resting  now,  John; 

The  heart  that  loved  me  so, 
Against  my  breast  shall  beat  no  more, 
"John  Anderson,  my  jo." 

"John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John," 

I'll  tarry  but  a  while ; 
I've  still  some  work  to  do,  John, 

To  go  a  weary  mile ; 
And  then  I'll  take  your  path,  John, 

And  win  you  soon,  I  know, 
For  you  will  wait  for  your  old  wife, 

"John  Anderson,  my  jo." 


THANKS 

AVE  roses  come  again,  so  soon? 
It  seems  so  short  a  time  ago 
You  came  to  me  and  said  that  June 
Was  gone,  and  roses  ceased  to  blow. 
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And  now  you  heap  them  at  my  feet, 
And  say,  "This  year  we  have  so  many, 

Here  is  an  armful,  fresh  and  sweet; 
Next  year  we  may  not  find  you  any." 

Thanks,  thanks,  a  thousand  thanks,  my  friend 

I  take  my  blessings  when  I  may ; 
And  if  to-morrow  they  should  end, 

I  still  could  dream  of  this  dear  day. 


BROTHERHOOD 

NO  longer  Love  is  young,  no  longer  blind, 
But  is  a  grown-up  god  who  sees  and 
knows. 
No  longer  with  his  arrows  and  his  bows 
He  takes  the  path  to  wound  whom  he  may  find; 
Such  youthful  follies  all  are  left  behind. 

Serene,  within  his  temple,  crowned  with  rose, 
He  sits,  reading  the  scroll  of  human  woes, 
Pleading  that  Fate  forget  not  to  be  kind. 
No  patient  suppliant  comes  to  him  in  vain, 

If  pure  of  heart  and  clean  of  soul.    Yea,  thence 

He  goes  with  newfound  glory  in  his  eyes; 
For  he  hath  heard  the  high,  immortal  strain 
Of  vestal  lyres,  and  drunk  of  elements 

That  make  him  godlike,  worthy  of  the  skies. 

t 
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CASTLE  DANGEROUS 

I     DREAMED,  and  saw  within  a  land  of 
gloom 
A  castle  built  of  marble  black  as  night. 
To  right,  a  desert  lay,  with  many  a  tomb ; 
To  left,  a  sea  of  deep  and  sullen  might, 
Beating  in  rage  upon  a  crumbling  strand. 
And  as  I  nearer  drew,  upon  the  towers 
I  saw  black  banners  flying,  flapped  and  fanned 
By  some  wild  wind  that  ruled  the  lonesome 

hours. 
No  light  within  the  castle  shone;  yet  loud 

Therefrom,  above  the  roar  of  wind  and  sea, 
Arose  a  Fury's  voice,  that  smote  the  cloud, 

From  which  lightning  and  hail  tremendously 
Replied.    Trembling,  I  neared,  and  fled,  the  gate 
Whereon  was  writ :  This  is  the  House  of  Hate. 
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THE  WEED'S  PRAYER 


o 


NCE  as  I  passed  a  common  weed, 
I  fancied  in  its  face  to  read 
A  look  that  seemed  a  prayer  to  be, 
Saying,  "Have  you  no  song  for  me?" 
"Thou  dear  and  simple  thing,"  I  said, 
"Think  not  my  feet  are  hither  led 
Only  to  search  for  flaming  flowers ; 
Hither  I  come  to  mend  my  powers 
With  just  the  comfort  you  supply — 
The  sober  garb,  the  quiet  eye, 
A  soul  of  strength,  a  heart  of  worth, 
And  not  beneath  the  best  of  earth 
With  all  that  makes  for  peace,  content, 
O  orator  most  eloquent. 
Welcome  thy  sweet  simplicity, 
Untaught  by  any  school  to  be 
Less  than  thyself,  or  more  than  He 
Designed  thee  for — a  wayside  weed, 
Supplying  some  Saharan  need 
In  him  who  has  the  grace  to  heed." 


T 


THE  MASK  OF  THE  ROSE 

HIS  is  the  dream  of  the  masses, 

This  is  the  hope  of  the  throng : 
To  pluck  from  the  hour  that  passes 
The  happy  heart  of  the  song. 
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If  only  they  found  real  laughter, 
If  only  they  plucked  the  flower, 

'Twere  well  for  them  all;  but  after 
Their  greed  has  rifled  the  hour, 

And  after  their  souls  are  sated, 
And  after  the  red  wine  flows, 

They  find  with  Rue  they  are  mated, 
Rue  in  the  mask  of  the  Rose. 

And  their  souls  grow  sick  with  longing, 
And  their  hearts  grow  trite  and  trist, 

For  the  days  that  once  were  thronging 
With  glories  they  mocked — and  missed. 

This  is  the  moan  of  the  masses, 
This  is  the  grief  of  the  crowd: 

To  snatch  from  the  hour  that  passes 
A  dream — and  find  it  a  shroud. 
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DREAMWOOD 

TO  Dreamwood,  to  Dreamwood,  I  wandered 
on  a  day, 
And  there  I  saw  a  fairy  a-sitting  on  a 
spray. 
"Why  came  you  here,  I  prithee  ?    What  came  you  for 

to  see  ? 

Do  you  not  know  this  region  belongeth  unto  me  ?" 
And  ere  I  could  him  answer,  he  waved  his  little  wand, 
"You  idle,  idle  singer,  this  place  is  fairy-land. 
And  whoso  cometh  hither,  a  year  he  shall  remain, 
And  he  shall  labor  daily,  ere  he  depart  again." 

In  Dreamwood,  in  Dreamwood,  I  tarried  as  he  said, 
A  slave  unto  the  fairy,  where'er  the  fairy  led. 
I  opened  out  his  roses,  I  sprinkled  them  with  dew, 
And   many   a   path    I    made   him   the   many   mosses 

through ; 

I  robed  him  all  in  shimmer,  I  buckled  on  his  shoon, 
I  watched  him  in  his  dances  beneath  the  rounded  moon ; 
And  I  forgot  the  passing  of  all  the  busy  hours ; 
My  food  it  was  of  nectar,  my  couch  among  the  flowers. 

In  Dreamwood,  in  Dreamwood — alas,  that  dreams  do 

end; 

I  thought  him  first  a  tyrant,  I  found  him  soon  a  friend ; 
For  when  the  year  departed,  he  woke  me  where  I  lay : 
"Come  up,  my  merry  singer,  here  is  your  freedom  day." 
But  I,  I  only  pleaded,  "Oh,  wave  your  wand  again, 
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Forever  in  your  kingdom  would  I  with  you  remain." 
He  only  laughed :  "  'Tis  over ;  you  me  shall  serve  no 

more, 
But  I,  your  fairy,  nightly  will  dance  about  your  door." 


LORD  BYRON 

BYRON,  wert  thou  not  brother  to  the  sea? 
Wert   thou   not   ocean    in   thy   mighty 
moods, 
In  the  long  reaches  of  thy  solitudes, 
And  in  thy  daring  love  for  liberty  ? 
On  many  shores  thou  sangest,  wild  and  free, 
Dashing  in  lone  splendor — or  where  intrudes 
Gibraltar's  rock,  or  where  majestic  woods 
Crown  the  bold  Latmian  promontory. 

Or  here  or  there,  thy  voice  was  ocean's  voice, 
Now  soothing  sweet,  now  lofty  and  sublime; 
Now  like  to  Love's,  and  now  like  Jove's  it  was. 

And  could  old  ocean  die,  'twould  thrill,  rejoice, 
Like  thee,  to  leap  into  some  breach  of  time 
And  in  the  dazzling  mail  of  glory,  pass. 
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THE  UNTRIED  SHIELD 

A  SOUL  that  never  yet  had  been 
Immured  in  fleshly  house  of  sin, 
All  up  and  down  the  earth  did  roam, 
Seeking  the  shelter  of  a  home; 
But,  gazing  deep  into  the  breast 
Of  men,  loved  not  the  sorry  quest, 
And  asked  the  Lord  again  to  rise 
Into  the  quiet  of  His  skies, 
As  unpolluted  as  when  sent 
Beyond  the  heavenly  battlement, 
To  bring  some  hard-won  virtue  back 
From  the  rough  world's  delusive  track. 
Then  spake  the  Lord,  with  saddened  voice: 
"Return  to  me,  if  'tis  thy  choice 
Thus  empty-handed  to  return. 
Departing  earthward,  thou  didst  yearn 
With  ardor  of  the  bud  to  be 
A  rose,  yet  comest  now  to  me 
A  bud  that  would  not  be  a  rose. 
Within  a  world  so  full  of  woes, 
I  thought  that  thou  some  thorn  couldst  find 
To  hide  away,  some  wound  to  bind, 
Some  tear  to  dry,  and  so  to  me 
Return  full  blown  with  victory — 
Some  blot,  perchance,  upon  thy  shield, 
Yet  nobler,  having  dared  the  field 
And  fought  the  fight.    Who  struggle  not. 
His  untried  shield  is  all  a  blot. 
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Alas,  heaven's  lowest  circle  thine — 
That  farthest  region  held  divine." 
The  Soul  it  heard  no  more.    Aflame, 
Like  to  a  star,  it  praised  His  name 
With  one  bright  glance  of  high  desire, 
And  plunged  to  earth  on  wings  of  fire. 


TO  AIRSHIPS 

YE  daring  ships  that  cleave  the  realms  of  air, 
And  taunt  the  clouds,  and  set  the  winds 
at  naught, 
How    like    ye    are   unto    the    lords    of 

thought, 

Who,  seeking  truth,  prove  unmasked  sphinxes  fair, 
And  lay  the  scheme  of  Superstition  bare. 

Yea,  even  as  he  whose  winged  vessels  sought, 
And  found,  new  worlds,  ye  seek  and  home  have 

brought 
The  proof  of  power  in  regions  otherwhere. 

Forever  man  outgrows  the  old,  and  climbs 
Into  the  new — or  else  he  wore  a  clod ; 

And  even  now,  within  his  rusty  mail, 
Mars  shrinks  and  rattles,  fearing  these  bright  times 
That  brand  him  demon,  long  supposed  a  god — 
Outgrown,  sloughed  off,  as  upward  wings  the 
sail! 
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CALVARY 

NE  night  I  stood  on  Calvary, 
When  lo!  three  strangers  came  to  me. 
Repentingly,  the  first  one  said: 
"I  put  the  thorns  upon  His  head." 
The  second:  "I  into  His  feet 
And  hands  the  heavy  nails  did  beat." 
The  other  said :  "Into  His  side 
I  thrust  my  spear  until  He  died." 
Then  I,  confessing:  "Pity  me; 
More  have  I  sinned  than  all  of  ye — 
I  who  upon  Him,  risen,  gaze, 
And  go  my  ever-worldly  ways." 
Then  down  from  Calvary  we  came; 
Three  thrice  forgiven,  one  in  shame. 


A 


GOOD  NIGHT 

S  o'er  the  fields  the  shadows  fall, 

And  sinks  the  sun  in  embers  bright, 
I  hear  a  happy  robin  call 
To    passing    day,    "Good    night,    good 
night." 


The  firefly  twinkles  through  the  dusk, 
The  moth  and  bat  are  come  to  sight, 

While  on  the  stem,  in  robes  of  musk, 
The  sleepy  rose  nods  her  "Good  night." 


75 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 

To  darker  purple  turn  the  shades, 
The  evening  star  unveils  her  light ; 

While  earth  into  a  silence  fades, 
And  seems  to  say,  "Good  night,  good  night." 

Within  my  heart,  where  late  'twas  noon, 
Is  thought  of  rest.    How  short  the  flight 

From  morn  to  eve ;  how  soon,  how  soon, 
I,  too,  shall  say,  "Good  night,  good  night." 


SHELLEY 

HERALDING  a  new  day  unto  the  race, 
In  heaven  a  lark  was  singing  starrily, 
When,  lo!  looked  up  the  ever-envious 
sea, 

And  lured  him  down  to  die  in  its  embrace. 
And,  as  he  sunk,  he  upward  turned  his  face, 

Smiled  to  the  sun,  and  from  his  soul  poured  free 
A  strain  of  most  celestial  melody; 
But  what  it  was  no  mortal  man  shall  trace. 
The  waves  do  know  it,  but  can  sing  it  not; 
For  they  are  wingless,  bounden  unto  earth. 
Yea,  only  he  shall  sing  it  that  can  soar, 
And  from  the  lofty  regions  long  forgot 
By  man,  reclaim  for  him  high  things  of  worth, 
And  break  the  seals  of  wonder  at  his  door. 
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SEASONS 

YES,  yes ;  for  ever  would  we  have  it  so— 
The  seasons  four  in  sweet  succession  mov- 
ing, 
And  each,  in  turn,  its  shining  virtues  prov- 
ing, 

Spring,  with  her  crocus  pushing  off  the  snow, 
And  with  her  violets  the  dead  leaves  spurning, 
And  robin  with  red  breast  the  bold  winds  burning 
As  northward  comes  he  singing  to  our  shores, 
And  hops  so  neighborly  about  our  doors. 
Yes,  yes ;  for  ever  would  we  have  it  so. 

Yes,  yes ;  for  ever  would  we  have  it  so — 

The  royal  Summer  take  her  realm  with  laughter 
As  on  each  hand,  and  crowding  closely  after, 

A  thousand  beauties  keep  her  company ; 
The  morn  her  path  with  roses  thick-bestrewing, 
The  twilight,  as  with  jewels,  her  bedewing; 
The  blue-eyed  days,  like  princes,  wooing  her, 
And  each  unsealing  some  new  nard  or  myrrh. 

Yes,  yes ;  for  ever  let  us,  loving  see. 

Yes,  yes ;  for  ever  let  our  eyes  behold 
The  sober  Autumn  reigning  in  her  glory ; 
The  vines  with  purple  heavy,  and  the  story 

Of  her  victories  written  large  in  gold; 
The  corn  upgathered  in  great  shocks  of  yellow, 
The  apples  dropping,  juicy-plump  and  mellow ; 
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The  bees  in  their  last  gleanings,  lest  one  cell 
Lack  one  last  drop  from  the  last  nectar-bell. 
Yes,  yes ;  for  ever  let  our  eyes  behold. 

Yes,  yes ;  for  ever  let  us  feel  the  dearth — 
The  cold  and  barren  Winter  wildly  raving, 
That  taxes  all  our  foresight  and  our  saving — 

The  Winter  shrouding  icily  the  earth ; 
Winter,  leaving  us  dreams  and  nimble  fancies, 
Locked  in  the  arms  of  hopeful  necromancies ; 
Winter,  Winter  that  searches  us,  and  shows 
If  that  the  naked  soul  be  weed  or  rose. 
Yes,  yes ;  for  ever  let  us  feel  the  dearth ; 
Beauty  finds  beauty,  mirth  discovers  mirth. 


O 


TO  A  LARK 

LARK,  where  didst  thou  learn  thy  song? 

Such  music  not  in  clouds  is  found; 
Such  magic  numbers  may  belong 
To  heaven,  yet  spring  they   from   the 

ground. 

Throughout  the  night,  within  thy  nest, 
Thy  young  ones  close  against  thy  breast 
Bade  thee  to  grow  so  full  of  mirth 
Thou  couldst  not  keep  it  all  on  earth ; 
Thou  needst  must  rise,  like  any  spring 
Leap  up,  and,  overflowing,  sing. 
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Yet  we  who  hear  forget,  it  seems, 
Thy  song  is  but  thy  happy  dreams 
Set  to  the  music  of  thy  hope — 
Not  that  for  thee  doth  heaven  ope, 

But  that  on  earth  thy  heaven's  found. 
Seek  where  we  may,  life's  golden  cruse 

Is  filled  exceeding  near  to  ground, 
And  yet  with  what  immortal  dews! 


U 


MELROSE  ABBEY 

NTIL  the  moon  arose  I  lingered  where 
Thy    ruin,    Melrose,    stands    anear    the 

Tweed ; 

And  lo!  the  wind,  as  though  a  Doric  reed, 
Made  music  sweeter  than  a  mavis  there ; 
For  it  did  seem  a  spirit,  sad  and  fair, 
Haunted  the  roofless  nave;  or  trode  the  weed 
Among  the  graves  that  none  appears  to  heed; 
Or  sat  and  wept  behind  her  veiling  hair; 
Yea,  wept  until  my  heart's  forgotten  tears 
Welled  up  for  beauty  that  is  passed  away, 
And  also  welled  for  beauty  born  of  death ; 
For,  Melrose,  though  the  mighty  weight  of  years 
Hath  worn  thee  to  a  shadow  old  and  gray, 
Tis  Beauty's  shadow,  breathing  Beauty's  breath. 
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THE  LIGHT  OF  EDEN 


A 


LL  in  a  strange  bewilderment, 
Ere  out  into  the  world  she  went, 
On  that  last  day  in  Eden,  Eve, 
Alone,  sat  by  the  gate  to  grieve. 
Her  eyes,  blue  as  the  heavens  are, 
Were  wet  with  many  a  limpid  star 
That,  falling  through  her  lashes  sweet, 
Made  constellations  at  her  feet; 
For  lo!  the  grass  upon  its  spears 
Caught  deftly  her  translucent  tears, 
And  so  reflected  her  last  dreams, 
Earth  yearned  to  resurrect  their  gleams, 
And  Eden,  pleading  for  her  eyes, 
To  keep  alive  the  paradise 
Their  beauty  made)  obtained  a  flower 
That  they  who  seek  may  find  this  hour — 
The  gentian,  fringed,  and  blue  as  when 
Eve  smiled — and  here  smiles  again! 


THE  UNKNOWN  GOOD 

HE  short  days  bring  the  snows. 
The  long  days  bring  the  rose ; 
But  'tis  the  days  between 
That  deck  the  earth  with  green, 

With  grass  so  free  and  sweet 

We  tread  it  under  feet, 
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Forgetful  of  it  while 
Enchanting  roses  smile ; 
Forgetting  common  things 
That  are  our  living  springs — 
So  rich  in  beauty  we 
Seem  poor,  and  cannot  see ; 
So  miss  the  Vision's  face 
In  many  a  lowly  place. 

Some  days  but  bring  us  woe, 
Some  days  so  overflow 
With  pleasures  manifold 
Our  hearts  no  more  can  hold ; 
But,  oh,  life's  larger  worth 
We  garner  from  the  earth 
In  unremembered  hours 
That  bring  nor  sun  nor  showers — 
Gray  days,  wherein  our  souls 
Plod  onward  to  their  goals 
With  unaffected  might, 
And  yet,  upon  the  height, 
Know  not  they  surely  stand 
Within  the  promised  land. 
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O 


CASTLES  IN  SPAIN 

H,  oft  on  the  roof  of  my  castle  in  Spain 
I  hear  the  strong  beat  of  the  thundering 

rain, 

And  I  gird  up  my  heart  and  armor  my 
brain. 


For  I  know  that  the  cold  and  merciless  hours 
Are  storming  me  with  their  invincible  powers, 
And  that  soon,  all  too  soon,  must  crumble  my 
towers. 

Yet  I  rush  to  the  walls,  and  I  marshal  my  men, 
Blow  deal  I  for  blow  with  the  prowess  of  ten  ; 
I  sink  and  I  rally;  I  lose  all  again. 

My  castle  succumbs,  and  my  kingdom  it  falls, 
And  the  ivy  creeps  up  and  covers  the  walls, 
And  over  the  ruin  the  cormorant  calls. 

But,  oh,  I  am  far  from  the  moldering  scene, 
Uprearing  new  towers  in  another  demesne, 
Unfolding  new  hopes,  and  singing,  serene. 

Let  time  do  his  utmost,  the  end  shall  be  fair — 
Or  fighting  or  building,  with  never  despair, 
My  banner  still  flying,  my  shout  in  the  air. 
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SOMEWHERE 

OMEWHERE  are  wings  awaiting 

The  heart  that  climbs ; 
Somewhere  a  golden  mating 
Shall  bless  the  times. 


Somewhere  there  is  a  mountain 

By  no  blast  chilled ; 
Somewhere  a  laughing  fountain 

Of  hope  fulfilled. 

Somewhere  a  star  is  gleaming 

No  cloud  can  dim 
Somewhere — beyond  our  dreaming, 

Nearer  to  Him. 

Faint  not,  and,  upward  toiling, 

Be  confident; 
Shake  off  the  rude  world's  soiling 

At  Virtue's  tent. 

Look  in  and  see  the  Splendor, 

And  clothe  thee,  soul, 
And,  winging  forth,  surrender 

But  to  the  Goal. 
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OCTOBER 

O  ROYAL  month,  thou  art  a  minstrel  king 
In  the  full  prime  of  rich  accomplish- 
ment 
Prince  in  the  realm  of  high  imagining, 
Serene  and  strong  and  sweetly  confident. 
Like  to  a  druid  crowned  with  oaken  leaves, 

I  saw  thee  sitting  by  a  sober  stream, 
Thy  fingers  touching  masterly  the  strings, 
Thy  deep  voice  chanting  of  the  gathered  sheaves — 

A  minor  strain,  yet  mellow  with  a  gleam 
Of  golden  tones  that  made  the  music  bright, 

Suggestive  of  innumerable  springs, 
And  starred  with  harvests  of  remembered  light. 
And  as  thy  song  progressed,  the  leaves  did  glow 

With  blushing  dawns  and  sunsets  long  gone  by; 
Their  hearts  grew  bare  to  thee,  and  mirrored  so 
Their  memories,  like  swans  that  sing  and  die ; 
Loud,  louder  rolled  thy  anthem  to  the  skies, 

And  loudly  sang  the  wind,  and  waved  thy  hair 
Behind  thee  like  a  cloud  of  frosty  white. 
Cold  grew  the  fields,  yet  ever  in  thine  eyes 

There  shone  the  fire  of  hope  that  foils  despair. 
Up  rose  the  moon,  that  told  thy  days  were  past; 

Yet  still,  from  out  the  shadows  of  the  night, 
Thy  lay  resounded,  thrilling  to  the  last. 
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D 


SAN  FRANCISCO 

REAMING,  she  lay  asleep, 

When  lo!  the  hand  of  Fate 
Rocked  her  foundations  deep, 
And  shook  her  Golden  Gate. 


Panic  and  Death  and  Flame 
Raved  roaring  far  and  wide, 

And  left  her  but  a  name 
That  was  the  Ocean's  bride. 

But  she  shall  rise  again 
And  far  more  glorious  be, 

A  Mecca  unto  men, 
A  mistress  of  the  Sea. 

For  this  her  darkest  hour 
Shall  energize  her  so 

That  she  shall  climb  to  power 
Titanic  as  her  woe. 
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O 


THE  LEANING  TOWER 

H,  many  an  idle  hour, 
By  Pisa's  Leaning  Tower, 

I  mused  and  dreamed 
Of  him  who  wrought 
The  vision  of  his  thought 
Into  a  perfect  thing. 
And  as  I  mused,  I  seemed 
To  hear  a  rustling  wing, 
And  heard  a  sweet  voice  say : 
"Beneath  this  spiral  of  my  art 
Low  lies  my  heart, 
As,  peaceful,  may  it  lie 

Until  the  Judgment  Day. 
Oh,  never  soars  the  soul  so  high 
It  turns  not  back  a  wistful  eye 
To  view  its  homely  hearth ; 

Nor  grows  a  dream  so  fair 
It  scorns  its  place  of  birth, 
And  all  the  beauty  there. 
And  none  may  build  a  tower 
But,  like  unto  a  flower, 

Or  more  or  less,  it  leans  to  earth,- 
As  love  would  have  it  lean, 
To  keep  such  memory  green. 
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TITANIA  SINGS 

LTTLE  fairy,  morning  shakes 
Above  the  trees  his  spear, 
And  the  moon  in  fleecy  flakes 
Of  cloud  doth  disappear. 
Time  it  is  for  fairies  all 

To  nestle  down  and  sleep. 
Lo!  the  robin's  bugle  call 

Doth  warn  our  woodlands  deep. 

Little  fairy,  hush  thee  now; 

Sleep  until  to-night, 
Swinging  from  a  friendly  bough, 

Tucked  away  from  light. 
Wrapt  in  leaves  of  blossoms  red, 

Dream  the  whole  day  through; 
Slumber,  slumber  in  thy  bed ; 

Titania's  sleepy,  too. 


A  SEA  FLOWER 

FAR  more  fair  than  lily,  rose  or  orchid, 
Or  any  blossom  in  the  forest  hid, 
Rising  and  falling  on  a  pyramid 
Of  ocean,  I  beheld  a  wondrous  flower, 
A  roving  thing,  a  child  of  Thetis'  bower, 
All  unafraid  of  Neptune  and  his  power. 
Companion  to  multitudinous  waves, 
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Unharmed,  it  looked  into  unfathomed  caves, 
And  wandered  on,  alone,  o'er  countless  graves 
Of  men,  of  ships,  of  islands;  and,  on  high, 
Saw  the  vast  sun  go  soaring  through  the  sky ; 
Yea,  drank  the  light  of  his  refulgent  eye, 
And  grew  to  greater  beauty  in  its  glance ; 
At  night,  beheld  the  stars  in  wide  expanse, 
And,  yearning,  wove  the  happy  circumstance 
Into  each  new  expanding  filament, 
Until,  forsooth,  upon  its  path  it  went 
A  vital  star,  of  subtle  virtues  blent, 
And  so  was  wafted  far,  from  day  to  day, 
From  clime  to  clime,  along  a  rugged  way, 
To  what  last  silent  haven  who  can  say? 
Yet  to  some  shore  where  it  shall  end  its  life, 
Its  every  fiber  with  perfection  rife — 
A  perfect  triumph  born  of  perfect  strife. 


THE  TRUANT  ANGEL 

ONCE,  when  the  gates  of  heaven  stood  ajar, 
A  new-come  angel,  unacquainted  there, 
Looked  out  upon  the  worlds  and  saw  the 
star 

From  whence  she  late  had  come — a  planet  fair, 
That  seemed  to  beckon  with  bright  finger  tips 
For  her  return.    No  moment  did  she  wait, 
But  with  a  swift-born  flame  upon  her  lips 
And  all  her  soul  aglow,  fled  out  the  gate, 
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Spread  her  great  wings,  and,  while  the  day  was  new, 

Invisible,  among  the  blossoms  sweet 
That  thronged  her  home,  shook  o'er  her  face  the 
dew, 

And  felt  the  young  grass  kiss  her  spirit  feet. 
And  many  angels  wondered,  in  amaze, 

Looked  punishment,   and   whispered,   "Woe   her 

share," 
And  "How  shall  truant  angels  gain  His  grace?" 

God  smiled,  knowing  His  heaven  is  everywhere. 


TO  A  NIGHTINGALE 

WHY  wait,  O  nightingale,  until  the  throng 
Of  birds  is  hushed  ere  thou  dost  charm 
the  wood? 
Dost  thou  prefer  the  dusky  solitude 
That  thou,  unseen,  canst  woo  thy  mate  with  song? 
Or  dost  thou  to  that  order  old  belong 
Who,  hermitlike,  do  over  sorrows  brood, 
And  only  sing  because  they  must — subdued 
By  some  imaginary  grief,  or  thistled  wrong? 
'Tis  said  that  thou  dost  pine  for  some  fair  rose. 
And  on  its  thorn  dost  make  thy  heart  to  bleed. 
They  wrong  thee,  bird,  who  try  this  thing  to  prove, 
For  in  thy  song  I  find  no  trace  of  woes, 
But  notes  of  mated  bliss,  as  from  a  reed 
Blown  by  a  timid  shepherd  for  his  love. 
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EDWARD  MAC  DOWELL 

LIKE  to  the  fragrance  of  a  blossom  crushed, 
Sweet  music  that  can  never  die  he  made, 
When  lo !  upon  his  lyre  a  hand  is  laid, 
His   heart   is   stilled,   his   troubled   spirit 

hushed — 

As  though,  walking  within  His  garden,  God 
Had  seen  a  wounded  flower  upon  the  sod, 
And,  reaching  down,  had  gently  picked  it  up, 
Saying,  "The  world  hath  reaped  its  own;  this  soul, 
Deep  hurt,  is  Mine ;  again  will  I  make  whole 
And  fill  with  joy  my  all  too-shattered  cup." 
So  be  it.    Play  that  matchless  strain  again, 
And,  as  it  trembles  through  the  twilight,  weep; 
For  good  it  is  to  weep  when,  loved  of  men, 
Genius  lies  down  to  its  unending  sleep. 

LEOPARDI 

NOT  all  the  woes  of  the  sad  Florentine, 
Not  Tasso's  woes,  that  bound  him  as  with 
chains, 
Were  half  so  hard  to  bear  as  the  sharp 

pains 

That  tore  the  heart  and  soul,  and  drank  the  wine, 
Of  Leopardi's  life.    Nor  more  divine, 
Nor  fraught  with  vaster  meaning  were  their  strains 
Than  Leopardi's  song,  as  o'er  the  plains 
And  up  the  hills  of  Italy  its  fine, 
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Imperial  music  fanned  to  eager  flame 

Her  embers  of  renown ;  and  lo,  behold ! 

She  stirs ;  she  wakes ;  she  arms ;  she  lives  again ; 

And  in  her  might  she  crowns  her  honored  name 

With  glory  greater  than  in  days  of  old, 

When  Caesar  ruled  the  destinies  of  men. 
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SHIPS  OF  YESTERDAY 

Y  golden  ships  of  yesterday — they  heave 
In   shadowed   waters,  touching  here  and 

there 

At  phantom  ports  in  harbors  of  despair, 
Unlading  hopes  and  dreams  and  peerless  weave 
Of  visions  brighter  than  or  morn  or  eve, 
Until  no  trace  of  all  their  cargoes  fair 
Remains,  their  every  coffer  farthing-bare; 
When  lo !  for  dark  Oblivion's  coast  they  leave ; 
And  I,  the  once-proud  admiral  of  my  fleet, 
Go  with  them  still,  with  some  few  captain  friends 
And  some  good  seamen  faithful  as  a  mast. 
A  little  wine,  a  chest  of  morsels  sweet, 
Suffice  to  keep  us  till  the  journey  ends; 
The  gods  shall  find  us  feasting  at  the  last. 
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TO  DAVID  GRAY 

AS  was  thy  haunting  fear,  the  gods  decreed 
That  thou  die  young;  yet  time  they  lent 
thee,  Gray, 
To  sing  so  sweet  a  swan  song  thou  didst 

lay 

Thy  head  down,  not  as  doth  a  Lethean  weed, 
But  like  to  roses  that  divinely  bleed 
Their  lives  out,  long  remembered  by  their  day, 
A  day  made  rich  in  attar  as  Cathay, 
Lading  the  winds  for  Beauty's  fragrant  need. 
Oh,  no ;  thy  name  is  not  forgotten ;  Time 
Deeply  has  carved  it  on  his  master  scroll. 
Short  was  thy  life ;  thy  altar  brightly  burns, 
Heaped  with  the  myrrh  of  thy  surpassing  rhyme, 
Vestaled  by  that  immortal,  loving  soul 
Who  feeds  her  fires  from  unexhausted  urns. 


THE  PRISONER 

OLIFE,  Life,  Life, 
Least  understood  of  things, 
To-day  I  stroke  your  wings, 
And  look  into  your  eyes 
With  wonder  and  surprise, 
Yet  note  the  eager  strife 
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You  make  to  flee  away ; 
To-morrow  you  will  go. 
You  love  me  not,  I  know, 

Or  you  would  long  to  stay 
With  one  who  loves  his  guest 
And  gives  him  of  the  best. 
Go  not  until  the  hour  is  late, 
And  gray  with  ashes  is  the  grate. 

O  Life,  Life,  Life, 

Why  to  this  cage  you  flew 
From  out  the  boundless  blue, 
Is  only  known  to  you. 
This  much  I  only  know: 
You  came;  you  yearn  to  go. 
Your  wings  do  beat  the  bars 
As  one  who  loves  the  stars, 

As  one  whose  dreams  are  rife 
With  heavenly  groves  and  springs 
That  miss  your  golden  wings, 
And  miss  your  fluent  note 
That  once  therein  did  float, 
And  added  to  the  choir 
Music  of  joyful  fire. 

If  you  will  go,  and  must, 
Pray  love  awhile  the  heart 

That  worships  you,  yet  sinks  to  dust 
The  moment  you  depart. 

Remember,  not  until  you  came 

Was  seen  its  merry  flame. 
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Go  not  until  the  awakening  lark 

Flutters  in  the  last  hour  of  dark, 

And,  soaring,  takes  the  morning  to  its  breast. 

Go  out,  go  up  with  him,  and  find  the  rest 

That  is  not  here, 

Yet  is  perchance  in  some  diviner  sphere. 


THOMAS  STARR  KING 

WHEN  in  the  constellation  of  the  state 
Our  westmost   star   did    tremble   in  her 
place, 
Half -turning  from  us  an  impassive  face, 
As  she  with  some  new  sky  would  cast  her  fate, 
Lo !  one  did  enter  at  her  Golden  Gate, 
And  plead  against  departure  with  such  grace 
And  power  of  eloquence,  she  thence  did  trace 
Her  course  with  her  leal  sisters,  stanch,  elate. 
That  master-voice  is  heard  no  more;  but  see! 
On  San  Francisco's  ocean-breasting  height 
A  statue  stands  that  seems  inspired  to  say : 
"Behold,  how  good  a  thing  is  Unity. 
That  which  is  based  upon  Eternal  Right 
Is  born  of  God,  and  shall  not  pass  away." 
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A  VACANT  HOUSE 

1      PASSED  a  vacant  house  last  night; 
Silent,  and  shrouded  in  the  light 
Of  the  unpitying  moon,  to  me 
It  seemed  a  stricken  Niobe, 
Bereft  of  children,  turned  to  stone. 
About,  the  vagrant  wind  made  moan, 
And  many  a  vandal  vine  there  crept, 
And  many  a  warring  thistle  kept 

A  spiteful  watch,  as  did  the  Moor, 
To  smother  in  a  taunting  net 
The  Desdemonan  violet ; 

The  while  a  bush  anear  the  door, 
As  might  some  old  familiar  ghost, 
Tapped  on  the  rail  to  call  the  host — 
The  host  forever  gone  the  path 
That  no  returning  pilgrim  hath. 

Voices  I  heard,  or  thought  I  heard, 
From  the  deep  gloominess  within, 

Perchance  of  bat  or  some  lost  bird, 
Perchance  a  cricket's  plaintive  din, 

Or  yet  but  memories  astir 
Far  down  within  the  listening  heart, 

Where,  from  their  opened  sepulcher, 
They  rose  to  play  a  fleeting  part 

In  time's  great  tragedy  of  life — 

To  soothe  a  moment  all  the  strife. 

The  house  was  haunted,  like  all  things 
Whereon  mankind  has  set  its  seal — 
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Where  men  have  laughed,  and  given  wings 

To  hope,  and  wept,  and  dreamed  and  died- 

Wherein  the  days  have  brought  them  weal 

Or  woe;  for  still  their  spirits  glide, 
Still  laugh  and  weep  and  dry  their  tears 

Where  mirth  and  grief  were  wont  to  thrive; 
And  so  throughout  the  crowding  years 

Keep  their  sweet  victories  alive, 
Since  in  the  thoughtful  blood  of  men 

The  waves  of  unknown  oceans  flow, 
And  on  their  crests  rise  up  again 

The  dreams  of  those  who  sleep  below — 

The  surging  tears  of  long  ago. 


REVELATION 

WHEN  Strength  in  Leda's  sight  awoke, 
He  said :  "Here  will  I  stay, 
And  wear  forever  her  sweet  yoke," 
Then  threw  his  spear  away, 
And  all  his  arrows  snapt  in  twain. 

Said  Leda:  "This  is  grave; 
He  who  serves,  serves  but  in  vain; 
I  cannot  love  a  slave." 
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Then  Strength  rearmed  himself,  and  said: 

"Henceforth  I  serve  mankind; 
Who  loves  but  one  can  never  tread 

The  heights,  for  he  is  blind." 
Said  Leda:  "Take  Love's  coronal! 

Now  truly  love  I  thee ; 
For  well  I  know,  in  loving  all, 

Thou  surely  lovest  me." 


FRIENDSHIP  AND  LOVE 

L"ET  us  not  talk  of  love,  but  let  our  speech, 
With  stately  sail,  Love's  drowsy  island 
leave; 
Seek  sterner    coasts,     where    the    great 

breakers  heave 

And  thunder  loudly  on  a  rugged  beach. 
Let  us  but  talk  of  friendship,  each  to  each — 
Of  deserts  dared  and  crossed;  of  dreams  at  eve 
That  quenched  our  thirst;  of  trials  that  do  weave 
Closer  than  love,  and  something  saner  teach. 
How  often  love  doth  fade  into  the  sere; 
Its  blossoms  promise,  yet  how  blighted  fall; 
Pale,  barren  things  that  harbinger  no  fruit. 
Friendship  flames  not,  but  upward,  year  by  year, 
Sends  its  green  top  until  it  shelters  all, 
Since  ever  heartward  grows  its  mighty  root. 
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DISTILLATION 

WHO  lit  these  torches  on  the  hill? 
Who  flung  this  fire  along  the  path? 
Whose  step  went  by  that  was  so  still, 
Yet  trod  as  with  the  foot  of  Wrath  ? 
There  is  a  spirit  in  the  land 

That  breathes  abroad  no  amorous  breath; 
The  trees  have  felt  a  blighting  hand, 
The  flowers  are  stricken  unto  death. 

I  set  my  face  against  the  wind, 

I  scan  the  height  and  climb  me  up, 
The  while  within  the  air  I  find 

Such  wine  as  fills  no  golden  cup ; 
I  drink  until  my  soul,  elate, 

Makes  tingle  all  the  blood  in  me ; 
I  quaff  new  life,  and  name  me  mate 

To  Strength  and  to  Felicity. 

The  withered  leaves,  the  grass  full  sere, 

The  weeds  forlorn,  the  cricket's  voice 
Lone  piping  to  the  ancient  Year — 

They  but  impel  me  to  rejoice; 
For  sadness  that  my  heart  would  feel, 

In  some  alembic  of  the  brain 
Is  made  to  break  its  raven  seal, 

And  show  its  essence  is  not  pain. 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 


DECEMBER 

NOW  comes  December,  muffled  up  and  grim, 
The  most  austere  of  months,  forlorn  in 
^  grief, 
Finding  upon  no  tree  a  laughing  leaf, 
Finding  no  hour  but  mocks  and  troubles  him. 
Lo!  where  the  fount  was  wont  to  overbrim 
Itself  with  music,  hangs  an  icy  sheaf; 
And,  see,  the  robin's  house,  by  that  bold  thief, 
The  blast,  is  rifted  on  the  barren  limb. 

There  is  no  voice  of  welcome  anywhere; 
The  paths  but  show  decay — how  feasted  June, 
And  how  September  fared.     Disconsolate, 
The  beggar  sighs,  and  in  the  biting  air 
Plods  on,  until,  grown  ghostly  as  the  moon, 
Time  cuts  him  down  before  the  New  Year's  gate. 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 


THOREAU 

TOO  far  from  mother  Nature  we  do  stray, 
And  therefore  grow  discordant,  hour  by 
hour; 
Forget  the  tune  that  was  our  precious 

dower, 

And  so  forget  ourselves,  and  lose  the  way, 
And  so  ignore  the  master-note,  and  lay 
Our  fingers  on  strange  keys,  whose  sounds  do  sour 
The  sweetness  of  our  souls,  and  steal  the  power 
To  glean  resplendent  beauty  from  the  day ; 
But,  Thoreau,  thou  didst  never  once  forsake 
The  happy  path;  no  time  but  thou  couldst  test 
Thyself  and  find  thy  heart  in  perfect  tune ; 
No  time  when  Nature's  voices  did  not  wake 
Like  chords  in  thee — or  if  the  year's  proud  guest 
Harped  Winter  in  or  hummed  melodious  June. 
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THE  SLEEPING  CUPID 
(In  The  British  Museum.) 

LONG,  long  ago  some  master  wrought  this 
gem, 
This  little  Cupid  sleeping  dreamlessly, 
As  though  one  moment  past  had  Venus 

kissed 

And  left  him  here  in  innocent  repose, 
Still  warm  and  sweet  from  her  divine  caress, 
And  glowing  with  the  impress  of  her  love. 
See,  curl  on  curl,  bud  mouth,  and  dimples  deep 
As  are  those  fragrant  valleys  in  the  leaves 
Of  roses  opening;  plump  arms  that  lie 
As  late  they  fell  from  Venus'  neck,  and  still 
Were  safe  about  it  in  a  drowsy  clasp; 
And  tiny  feet  that  never  yet  upon 
The  pebble  trod,  nor  felt  the  jealous  thorn; 
And  lids  that  seem  to  hide  twin  violets, 
Veiled  violets  no  mortal  may  behold, 
Nor  any  shadow  wet  with  mortal  dew. 
The  sculptor's  name?    Ah,  we  shall  never  know. 
The  worker  loved  his  work;  close  to  the  hem 
Of  Nature's  robe  he  sat,  and  wrought  a  thing 
Of  perfect  beauty,  full  of  warmth  and  life — 
A  thing  that  Nations  love,  a  song  in  stone 
That  sings  unto  the  soul  and  sweetens  it; 
A  song  that  gives  unto  the  babyless 
A  babe,  or  fills  the  vacant  cradle  with 
The  vanished  joy — a  child  for  all  the  world. 
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Ask  not  the  master's  name;  he  had  no  care 
That  you  should  ever  know.     His  only  dream 
Was  that  the  thing  he  made  be  beautiful. 
He  was  a  man  despising  empty  fame; 
Art's  devotee,  his  only  thought  was  art, 
His  highest  hope  to  make  her  name  more  sweet 
In  all  men's  mouths  and  so  lift  up  his  race 
To  nobler  heights.    Come,  let  us  look  again. 
How  eagerly  he  bent  above  his  task, 
How  carefully  he  made  the  chisel  speak 
Lest  one  more  louder  word  should  hurry  in 
The  tender  ears,  and  wake  the  sleeper  so. 
How,  day  by  day,  he  toiled  with  love  and  skill; 
How,  when  his  work  was  done,  he  softly  wept, 
Seeing  his  child  was  fair  enough  for  life — 
Yet  would  console  himself  to  think  the  years 
Might  never  mar  nor  give  it  any  grief. 
So  fled  the  days,  until  the  sculptor,  Time, 
Shaped  him  into  a  form  of  Age,  and  hid 
Him  in  the  voiceless  centuries,  but  left 
His  marble  child  for  men  to  marvel  o'er; 
To  tell  that  once  there  was  a  man  of  power, 
Who,  loving  beauty,  strove  for  Beauty's  good, 
And,  striving,  wrought  the  beautiful,  and  died — 
His  life,  his  aim,  here  shining  like  a  star. 
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INDIAN   PIPE 

WAXEN  stem  and  waxen  flower, 
LJpspringing  in  a  bower 
Of  silence  and  of  shade, 
Art  thou  of  light  afraid? 
Pale,  pale  thou  art,  as  though 
Some  crime  had  made  thee  so, 
And  made  thee  here  to  shun 
The  spaces  of  the  sun. 
Thy  head  droops  low;  thy  face 
Bespeaks,  perchance,  disgrace. 
Art  thou  a  sylvan  maid, 
Neglected  and  betrayed? 
Oh,  no;  thou  art  a  saint 
Without  or  fear  or  taint, 
That  here,  within  a  wood 
Of  ample  solitude, 
Dost  pray  for  those  who  go 
The  long,  long  paths  of  woe. 
This  makes  thee  pale;  this  makes 
My  heart  beat  till  it  aches. 
Such  is  thy  beauty,  flower; 
Yea,  such  thy  glory,  power, 
That,  in  thy  presence  made 
Ashamed,  I  stand  afraid. 
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THE  DAY  HAS  FADED 

THE  day  has  faded  like  a  wilding  rose, 
Yet  still  remains  its  fragrance  until  morn, 
When,  just  as  sweet,  another  shall  adorn 
The  world.     No  hour  but  all-unwhispering 

flows 

A  stream  ethereal  where  our  fancy  goes, 
Exhaling  beauty,  making  less  forlorn 
The  striving  soul,  as  onward  it  is  borne 
To  what  far  port,  what  Thule  of  repose? 
And  therefore  I  do  hold  (though  I  do  lack 
The  balm  of  other  creed)  that  if  we  keep 
Us  cheerful,  steadfast,  brave,  serene  and  strong, 
No  night  shall  be  to  us  so  hopeless,  black, 
As  not  to  lend  a  star  unto  the  deep; 
No  night  not  vanquished  by  a  morning  song. 
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SONG 

WOULD  I  were  in  Ireland, 

In  dear  Killarney  town, 
A-hearing  of  the  clatter 

Of  brogans  up  and  down ; 
A-listening  to  the  laughter 

Of  colleens,  here  and  there, 
With  roses  in  their  faces, 
And  shamrocks  in  their  hair. 
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I  would  I  were  in  Ireland, 

By  fair  Killarney's  lakes, 
Where  grows  the  rose  of  Sharon 

Among  the  towering  brakes ; 
Where  rise  the  purple  mountains 

And  where  the  waters  meet, 
And  where  the  merry  torrent 

Of  Tore  is  singing  sweet. 

I  would  I  were  in  Ireland — 

Oh,  anywhere,  today — 
In  beautiful  Glengariff, 

Or  sailing  Bantry  Bay. 
I  would  I  were  in  Ireland, 

To  which  my  soul  will  flee — 
And,  oh  that  I  could  follow 

With  this  old  heart  in  me. 

I  long  to  be  in  Ireland — 

A  spirit  whispers  low: 
"To  Ireland,  off  to  Ireland; 

Now  get  thee  up  and  go," 
In  dreams  at  night  'tis  Ireland 

That  calls  me  o'er  the  foam, 
And  all  the  day  'tis  Ireland 

That  lures  her  lover  home. 
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I'll  go,  I'll  go  to  Ireland — 

Ni  Houlihan  shall  see 
That  he  who  loves  her  truly 

Her  ready  knight  shall  be. 
I'll  set  my  lance  for  Ireland, 

And  ride  into  the  fray; 
And  he  who  leers  at  Ireland 

Shall  rue  his  natal  day. 


T 


SONG 

T  HE  Sahara  of  leisure 
Is  death  to  the  soul ; 
The  Dead  Sea  of  pleasure 
O'er  Sodom  doth  roll. 

The  palm  and  the  fountain 

To  valor  belong; 
The  gold  of  the  mountain 

Is  his  who  is  strong. 

The  pathway  to  Glory 
Is  cluttered  with  spears; 

The  victor's  life-story 
Is  channeled  by  tears. 
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THE  JOY  OF  LIFE 

ARTH,  Earth,  Mother  Earth, 
Mine  is  a  soul  of  mirth; 
Put  me  not  yet  to  sleep 
Within  thy  chamber  deep 
And  dark.     Still  would  I  leap 
And  laugh  and  nimbly  run 
About  the  palace  bright 
Of  the  all-glorious  sun ; 

Still  feast  upon  the  light, 
Drink  of  the  morning  dew, 
Roam  the  wide  woodland  through — 

And  wonder  at  the  lark, 
Soaring,  singing;  still  be 
Companion  to  the  sea, 
And  unto  Hope  a  mate, 
Dare  every  somber  state 
With  her,  and  fear  no  fate, 
With  that  continual,  new, 
And  ever- varied  joy 
Which  bubbles  in  a  boy. 
Still,  happy,  would  I  live 
The  pleasant  life  you  give, 
And  never,  never  cloy. 

Within  thy  chamber  dark, 
And  lonely,  cold  and  deep, 
Put  me  not  yet  to  sleep. 
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The  meadows  I  do  love 
And  the  blue  fields  above; 
A  thousand  things  of  thine 
Are  as  ethereal  wine 
Unto  my  soul.    Still,  still 
Would  I  climb  up  the  hill, 
And  with  the  breezes  race, 
Still  feel  upon  my  face 
The  mist  of  cloudy  heights ; 
Still  muse  on  summer  nights 
In  some  rose-haunted  nook 
Beside  a  bowered  brook, 
Until  my  heart  runs  o'er 
With  thine  unending  store 
Of  beauty — and  so  seems 
Thy  fountain,  pouring  dreams 
For  dusty  passers-by 
To  drink  of,  lest  they  die. 
'Tis  but  a  fancy,  yet, 
Loving  the  violet 
And  all  the  many  flowers, 
I  can  but  think  the  hours 

Would  miss  me,  if  no  more 

I  helped  the  broken  wing, 
Nor  raised  the  trampled  bloom, 

Nor  sat  beside  my  door 
In  the  fast  gathering  gloom, 
And  tried  my  best  to  sing. 
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It  is  a  small  conceit, 
Yet  one  that's  very  sweet 
To  think  on,  Mother  Earth. 
Mine  is  a  soul  of  mirth ; 
Put  me  not  yet  to  sleep 
Within  thy  chamber  deep 
And  lonely,  dark  and  cold, 
Still,  still  would  I  behold 
The  eyes  I  love,  and  feel 
The  glow  of  friendship  seal 

Acknowledgment  that  I, 
Though  loving  Nature  much, 
Love  more  the  gentle  touch 

Of  the  warm  hands  that  lie 
Between  these  palms  of  mine, 
And  pulse  with  the  divine 
And  silent  flow  of  speech 
That  Nature  cannot  teach — 

Nor  hath  the  power  to  know. 


I 


SONG 

SOUGHT  for  Love  as  men  do  seek 
The  butterflies  they  chase ; 

Among  the  flowers  I  thought  to  find 
The  one  celestial  face. 
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Deluded  long,  at  last  I  said : 
"Love  is  a  dream — no  more." 

When  lo,  I  saw  his  golden  head 
Flash  by  the  open  door. 

I  up  and  out,  but  he  was  gone; 

And  now  I  know  my  fate : 
The  while  I  flittered  far  afield, 

He  slumbered  at  the  gate. 


IN  SUNNY  PATHS 

1    CANNOT  lose  myself  in  doleful  lays  ; 
I  wander  but  along  the  edge  of  night; 
My  soul  looks  ever  for  the  happy  light, 
And  feasts  upon  the  nectar  of  the  days. 
I  go  a  path  whereby  the  roses  raise 
Their  faces  up,  by  many  a  mead  bedight 
With  daisies,  larks  and  bobolinks;  or  right 
Or  wrong,  I  follow  not  the  darker  ways. 
The  forest  gloom — 'tis  sweet;  the  minor  strain — 
'Tis  holy,  I  allow ;  but  let  me  not 
Sing  these,  nor  seek  to  flatter  men  to  tears. 
Too  soon,  too  soon,  shall  fall  the  blinding  rain, 
And  chill  the  flowers  of  our  more  sunny  lot, 
And  leave  us  but  the  sadness  of  the  years. 
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SONG 

OPE  is  a  bud  of  the  heart, 
Like  the  bud  of  a  rose; 

Tear  not  its  petals  apart. 

Rather  let  them  unclose. 
And  lo !  it  shall  bloom  so  fair, 
And  scent  so  sweetly  the  air, 
That  grief  like  a  shadow  shall  flee, 

And  the  rue  it  shall  fade, 

And  the  garden  be  made 
A  palace  of  pleasure  for  thee. 

Tears  that  would  flow — let  them  fall, 

Till  their  sources  are  dry, 
Till  never  a  drop  of  all 

Glooms  the  heart  or  the  eye. 
When  lo,  how  brightly  appear 
The  heavens,  of  sorrow  made  clear. 

While  the  soul  like  a  bird 

In  the  sunlight  is  heard, 
Singing  her  song  of  Good  Cheer. 
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THE  STORM 

OVE  lit  his  torch,  and  forth  he  fared 

Upon  a  stormy  night, 
When  lo !  to  where  his  beacon  flared 

There  ran  a  little  wight. 


"I  prithee,  Love,  from  this  dark  place 

Lead  me  unto  the  day; 
Let  me  but  look  into  your  face, 

And  find  the  vanished  way." 

A  mighty  wind  Love's  torch  outblew; 

The  little  wight  he  said : 
"Let  me  but  take  your  hand,  and  through 

This  midnight  wood  be  led." 

But  Love  replied:  "Let  us  abide 

Until  the  dawn,  appear." 
The  wight  he  nestled  by  his  side, 

And  slept  without  a  fear. 

Until  the  dawn  was  blown  they  slept ; 

Nor  long  the  time  did  seem, 
For  while  the  storm  about  them  swept, 

They  dreamed  a  rosy  dream. 
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AT  THE  DELTA 

ETHE — in  a  dream  I  saw  it  flowing, 
Slowly  flowing  through  a  valley  wide, 

Through  a  land  of  poppies  darkly  going, 
Bearing  onward  me  upon  its  tide. 


Twilight,  purple  twilight,  there  was  endless, 

And  the  odor  of  the  poppies  red 
Made  me  unremember  that  I,  friendless, 

Journeyed  downward,  downward  to  the  dead. 

And  so  gently,  joyous,  on  I  drifted 

In  my  shallop  that  I  never  sent, 
Any  glances  shoreward,  nor  uplifted 

Sail  to  bear  me  homeward,  discontent. 

Onward,  ever  onward,  down  I  floated ; 

Broader,  deeper,  calmer  grew  the  stream, 
While  my  drowsy  spirit,  happy,  gloated, 

Saying,  "This  is  very  like  a  dream." 

Saying,  "Soon  my  soul  shall  gain  those  islands 
That  the  ancient  sailors  named  The  Blest ; 

There,  forever,  wrapt  in  perfect  silence, 
I  shall  lie  me  down  and,  dreamless,  rest !" 

Rest !     The  echo  jarred  that  region  quiet ; 

As  in  tempest  heaved  that  dusky  flood, 
While  the  winds  of  heaven,  wild  with  riot, 

Strewed  the  waves  with  poppies  as  with  blood. 
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Fearful,  in  my  shallop  tossing  whither 
Drave  the  surges,  I  at  last  was  hurled 

High  upon  a  headland;  and  from  thither 
Seemed  it  sunless  distance  to  the  world. 

Fearful  still,  I  prayed  for  life  and  pity, 

Prayed  once  more  for  kingdoms  known  of  men ; 

Prayed  for  love  and  friendship,  and  the  city, 
Thronged  with  action ;  prayed  for  work  again. 

Sweetly  said  a  spirit,  smiling  kindly : 
"The  water  thou  didst  drift  upon  is  Sleep. 

Up !    Awaken !     Grope  no  longer  blindly ; 
Thou  wast  near  unto  the  greater  Deep. 

"Thou  at  Lethe's  delta  wast  enraptured 

With  the  prospect  of  eternal  rest ; 
Ere  that  priceless  guerdon  may  be  captured, 

Mortal  peace  must  dwell  within  thy  breast. 

"With  thy  roses  yet  a  season  tarry ; 

And,  through  labor,  chasten  heart  and  soul; 
Who  would  drink  of  nectar,  he  must  carry 

With  him  Godlike  rapture  to  the  goal." 

Loudly  on  a  trumpet  bright  and  golden 
Blew  the  spirit,  hearing  which  I  woke; 

While  from  out  that  twilight  region  olden, 
Morning,  like  a  blooming  lotus,  broke. 
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THE  CAPTIVE 

LOVE  and  Reason  had  some  words, 
Whereupon  they  drew  their  swords. 
Reason  soon  was  gaining  ground, 
Giving  Love  full  many  a  wound. 
Then  the  little  god  feigned  death; 
Fluttered,  fell  and  took  no  breath, 
And  quiet  lay.    Reason  stayed 
His  red  hand,  threw  down  his  blade 
And  fled.     Love  at  once  pursued, 
Made  him  captive  in  the  wood. 
Now  he  holds  him  where  he  will, 
Where  no  more  he  works  him  ill; 
Gives  him  fare  as  best  is  fitted 
For  the  strong,  though  simple-witted. 


T 


SONG 

HINK  not  to  live  to-morrow 
With  Happiness  for  mate. 
Nor  from  the  Present  borrow 

A  thought  disconsolate ; 
And,  if  your  share  be  sorrow, 
Accept  it  so,  and  wait. 
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Oh,  never  was  a  measure 
That  overran  with  tears, 

But  Time  doth  fill  with  pleasure, 
Full  sweet,  in  after  years; 

For,  oh,  we  never  treasure 
That  which  unhoped  appears. 


THE  UNKNOWN  FLOWER 

WITHIN  a  pathless  wood  I  found  a  bloom, 
Whiter  than  Alpine  snow,  more  fragrant 
far 
Than  Samarcand ;  in  form  like  to  a  star, 
So  bright  it  made  a  brilliance  in  the  gloom. 
It  grew  above  the  ruins  of  a  tomb, 
From  which  its  root,  like  some  all-conquering  bar, 
Did  pry  the  slabs  apart,  as  though  at  war 
With  Death,  triumphant,  smiling  up  at  Doom. 
O'erjoyed,  I  plucked  the  flower,  and  bore  it  thence, 
When,  meeting  an  old  sage  of  high  degree, 
I  asked:  "What  glory  this?"     He,  smiling,  said: 
"  'Tis  Life's  Delusion,  born  of  elements 
Named  Fear  and  Hope — 'tis  Immortality; 
But,  brought  to  light,  behold  the  flower  is  dead." 
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LA  DAME  AUX  FLEURS-DE-LIS 


s 


IR  Estolan  of  Normandy, 

He  dreamed  a  dream  most  fair: 
From  out  a  casement  looked  a  maid 
With  lilies  in  her  hair. 


More  beautiful  than  morn  was  she, 
More  dark  her  eyes  than  night; 

Sir  Estolan  he  knew  full  well 
She  loved  him,  by  their  light. 

She  smiled  upon  him  as  he  passed, 
She  hummed  a  little  song: 

"At  last  my  knight  shall  come  to  me, 
Although  the  way  be  long." 

Sir  Estolan — his  heart  it  beat 

So  loudly  he  did  wake, 
The  song  still  trembling  in  his  ear, 

As  buds  when  ope  they  break. 

Sir  Estolan  he  took  an  oath 
To  ride  the  wide  world  through, 

Until  the  lady  he  should  find 
That  in  his  dreams  he  knew. 

And  he  has  blazoned  on  his  shield 

Full  many  a  lily  bright, 
And  he  has  bound  his  armor  round 

With  lilies  blue  and  white. 
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And  he  has  mounted  on  his  steed, 

And  fast  he  rides  away. 
Oh,  many  and  many  a  year  he  rides, 

Till  he  is  old  and  gray. 

But  never  in  a  thousand  towns 

That  casement  can  he  see; 
And  never,  never,  never  finds 

La  Dame  aux  Fleurs-de-lis. 

Then  homeward,  homeward  slow  he  rode — 

A  shadow  that  did  pass; 
And  many  a  one  with  pity  turned, 

A-wondering  who  he  was. 

And  now  he  sees,  among  their  trees, 
The  roofs  that  were  his  own. 

Alas,  they  seem  a  taunting  myth, 
Awakened  into  stone. 

No  one  he  meets  the  old  man  greets ; 

He  once  was  known  to  all. 
His  heart  doth  bleed ;  he  stays  his  steed, 

As  he  would  faint  and  fall. 

"Death  comes,"  said  he,  "to  welcome  me." 

When  lo!  as  in  his  dream, 
He  sees  the  casement  of  his  quest, 

All  gold  in  evening's  beam. 
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"O  lady  fair,  sought  through  this  earth, 

Look  on  me  ere  I  die." 
A  wrinkled  dame  leans  out  to  him, 

And  tears  are  in  her  eye. 

"He  comes  to  me,  my  dreamed-of  knight, 

My  knight  he  comes  at  last." 
Three  lilies  from  her  snowy  hair 

To  Estolan  she  cast. 

She  laughed  a  strange  and  hollow  laugh. 

Sir  Estolan  he  knew 
The  light  that  once  was  in  her  brain 

Had  vanished  as  the  dew. 

He  hid  the  lilies  in  his  breast ; 

His  heart  was  like  to  break, 
To  think  of  her  that  while  he  sought 

Was  dying  for  his  sake. 

He  turned  his  steed,  and  rode  away, 

As  he  were  but  a  ghost; 
And  he  has  come  to  where  the  surf 

Roars  loudly  on  the  coast. 

And  he  has  ta'en  his  lilied  shield, 
And  leaped  into  the  sea.     *     *     * 

And  at  her  casement,  dead,  they  found 
La  Dame  aux  Fleurs-de-lis. 
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THE  DULCIMER  PLAYER 

I        KNEW  an  old,  old  man  whose  only  joy 
Was  an  antique  dulcimer,  worn  as  he, 
On  which  with  all  the  ardor  of  a  boy 
He  sweetly  played,  and  oft  enraptured 

me; 
And,  listening,  I  forgot  that  he  was  gray, 

For  from  the  strings  such  youthful  numbers  flowed 
I  seemed  to  wander  back  to  yesterday 
And  scent  the  roses  all  along  the  road. 
How  fast  his  little  hammers  deftly  beat — 
They  seemed  the  music  of  some  faery  feet; 
How  shone  his  eyes,  and  how  into  his  face 
The  color  came,  and  cheered  the  wintry  place — 

And  warmed  the  wintry  place,  for  oft  his  fire 

Was  out — for  he  was  poor,  but  heeded  not; 
Nor  heeded  I,  a  youth,  the  while  his  lyre 

Enthroned  Romance,  and  sowed  the  golden  seed 
Of  poesy  within  my  eager  blood, 

Until  I  seemed  a  Galahad  in  mail; 
Upon  my  breast  some  lady's  favorite  bud, 

Or  yet  amount  to  seek  the  Holy  Grail. 
And  oft  I  heard  the  silver  trumpet  peal, 
And  oft  I  felt  the  sting  of  lusty  steel ; 
Oh,  'twas  a  magic  land  I  lived  in  then, 
That  land  of  old,  the  land  of  knightly  men. 


120 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 

All  this  was  very,  very  long  ago, 

And  now  beyond  the  days  of  youth  am  I; 
And  he — alas,  how  many  times  the  snow 

Has  blanched  his  grave;  and  yet,  so  swiftly  by 
The  years  have  flown,  I  question  if  he's  gone, 

For  still  it  often  seems  I  hear  the  voice 
Of  that  old  dulcimer,  and  still  dream  on, 

And  seem  to  see  the  player,  and  rejoice. 
For,  oh,  he  seems  of  me  the  singing  part, 
One  with  the  beating  of  my  song  and  heart — 
A  gentle  spirit  making  music  sweet 
Where  the  immortal  and  the  mortal  meet. 


THE  TRAVELER 

ONCE,  Love,  lost  in  the  forest  of  thy  hair, 
Was  like  to  die  of  hunger  and  despair, 
When  lo !  thy  fingers  small  did  nimbly  run, 
Like  fawns,  anear.     Love  followed,  and 

so  won 

The  shining  confines  of  thy  forehead  white ; 
And  then,  accustomed  grown  unto  the  light, 
Dropt  down  to  those  deep  lakes  that  are  thine  eyes ; 
There  quenched  his  thirst  with  tears  about  to  rise; 
Then  from  thy  cheeks,  for  feast,  he  took  the  leaf 
Of  one  red  rose,  and  hurried  like  a  thief 
Into  a  corner  of  thy  tempting  mouth — 
Grew  warm  in  breath  more  fragrant  than  the  South, 
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Then  journeyed  by  a  dimpled  route  to  rest 
Somewhere  within  the  chamber  of  thy  breast ; 
Where  now  he  lies  in  slumber,  snugly  curled 
Upon  the  fairest  pillow  in  the  world. 


A  PICTURE 

ONLY  a  picture,  yet  her  heavenly  face 
Looks  from  the  magic  canvas  like  a  saint, 
Until  with  loving  her  my  heart  is  faint, 
My  soul  aweary  in  an  endless  race. 
I  shall  not  see  her,  howsoe'er  the  pace 
Be  swift:  she  never  was  a  thing  with  taint 
Of  earthliness,  but  just  a  dream,  a  quaint 
Invention  of  the  fancy,  queen  of  grace, 
Yet,  somewhere,  I  do  feel  her  counterpart 
Doth  have  its  being,  tastes  the  morning  air, 
Laughs,  sings  and  weeps,  and  loves — yea  this  I  know; 
And  all  night  long  keeps  warm  her  happy  heart, 
Her  cheeks  half  hidden  by  her  watchful  hair, 
Her  glad  eyes  shut  until  the  shadows  go. 
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SONG 

HAT  makes  the  speedwell  blue? 
What  makes  the  red  rose  red  ? 
The  same  earth  yields  the  two. 
The  same  sky's  overhead. 


Why  looks  the  violet  up 

With  eyes  of  twilight  born? 

What  gives  the  buttercup 
Its  gold,  the  gold  of  morn? 

Oh,  vain  to  ask;  some  Power 
Gives  each  a  different  grace; 

I  only  know  that  every  flower 
Is  sweet  o'  face. 


SONG 

Autumn,  good  and  kind, 
Spare  yet  a  day  my  flowers; 
Let  not  the  wild  and  frosty  wind 

Completely  strip  my  bowers. 
Another  day  let  me  behold 
My  purple  legions  and  my  gold, 
Ere  you  with  overwhelming  cold 
Destroy. 
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Autumn,  Autumn,  am  I  blind 
That  I  would  have  you  spare  ? 

What  idle  fancy  in  the  mind 
Dislikes  that  fields  grow  bare? 

Take,  Autumn,  when  and  where  you  will, 

Make  barren  every  bower  and  hill; 

My  heart  somehow  shall  reap  her  fill 
Of  joy. 
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SONG 

MAGIC  song,  once  heard, 

Still  flows  within  my  veins, 
More  sweet  than  lilt  of  bird, 

Or  sound  of  summer  rains. 
It  hath  a  minor  note, 

And  yet  it  never  grieves, 
No  more  than  winds  that  float 
At  twilight  through  green  leaves. 

A  blessed  spirit  seems 

That  gentle  song  to  me, 
A  thing  of  fragrant  dreams, 

Whose  soul  is  melody. 
And  so  I  keep  my  heart 

Its  home,  and  long  would  keep, 
For  should  it  now  depart 

I  could  but  sit  and  weep. 

124 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 
VENICE  UNVISITED 

LOTUS  of  cities,  Venice,  though  to  me 
Thou  still  art  but  a  dream,  how  bright 
a  dream ! 
How  like  a  vision,  rising  from  the  sea ; 
How  like  a  certain  glory  thou  dost  seem, 
Held  to  the  bosom  of  thy  married  stream, 
Unfading  as  the  long  years  come  and  go; 
Like  to  the  sun  an  ever-constant  gleam. 
I  yet  shall  see  thee,  and  I  yet  shall  flow 
Into  thy  being,  flower,  and  all  thy  beauty  know. 

And  Time  shall  turn  his  ancient  glass  in  vain ; 

I  shall  not  heed,  for  I  of  thee  shall  hold 
Myself  a  part;  be  like  to  drops  of  rain 

That  sink  into  the  sanctuary  gold 

Of  flowers,  and  so  heed  not  the  custom  old 
Of  common  death,  for  lo !  thy  youth  shall  free 

My  soul  of  age ;  yea  so  in  wrap  and  fold 
It  to  itself,  forever  I  shall  be 
To  splendor  wed,  as  thou  art  wedded  to  the  Sea. 


T 


SONG 

IS  morn — the  dew  how  bright; 
'Tis  noon — the  rose  it  fades, 
And  eastward  creep  the  shades 
Till  lo,  a  star ;  'tis  night. 
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Sing  here  and  now, 

Make  no  delay; 
Dance  while  the  bough 

Is  sweet  with  May. 
The  blossoms  white 

Will  soon  be  falling,  falling,  falling, 
And  where  Delight 

Trips  now  will  winter  winds  be  calling. 


SONG 

BEAUTY,  they  slander  thee 
Who  say  that  thou  dost  fade, 
Seeing  thou  givest  me 
The  song  that  I  have  made. 
Thy  glory  is  transferred 
Into  a  dream,  'tis  true; 
Still,  living  in  the  word, 
Forever  thou  art  new. 

Oh,  sorrow  not,  I  pray, 

To  think  that  all  things  pass; 
The  stubble  of  to-day 

Shall  spring  again  as  grass ; 
The  rain  of  this  old  year 

Shall  change,  through  grapes,  to  wine ; 
And  this  thy  falling  tear — 

Awakes  what  love  divine! 
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BATTLE  SHIP  SONG 

RAISE  the  flag! 
And  as  the  breeze 
Gives  to  the  seas 
Its  folds,  be  silence  o'er 
The  place ; 
And  each,  with  lifted  face, 

Adore ; 
While  from  its  glory  bright 

The  starry  light 
Into  his  soul  doth  pour, 
Until  he  feels  himself  a  god  once  more. 

Sand  the  decks ! 

That  they  who  fight 

May  stand  upright, 

Nor  slip  in  facing  Hell, 

Nor  fall, 
Except  that  Death  should  call 

To  swell 
The  sum  of  Freedom's  cost — 

When  life,  so  lost, 
Counts  more  than  love  can  tell, 
And,  blazoned  on  the  brazen  scroll,  reads  well. 
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Man  the  guns! 
Let  each  man  feel 
He  is  but  steel, 
Steel  with  a  heart  of  flame, 

A  hand 
All  lightning  at  command — 

His  name 
Shall  nations,  singing,  praise; 

His  brow  shall  bays 
Encircle,  and  his  fame, 
Blazing  afar,  make  every  tyrant  tame. 

FRUITION 

THE  days  to  come,  the  golden  and  the  gray, 
Days  bringing  flowers,  and  days  with  this- 
tle-store, 
Days  laughing,  singing,  and  sad  days  that 

pour 

But  tears  into  the  heart,  and  turn  away 
With  faces  veiled  in  starless  darkness — yea, 
Each  one  shall  find  a  welcome  at  my  door ; 
For  somewhere  I  have  read  in  ancient  lore, 
The  gods  give  equal  gifts  to  every  day. 
Therefore  am  I  impartial  to  them  all, 
Rejoicing  when  they  bring  the  crown  of  mirth, 
And  when  they  offer  grief,  accepting  night 
With  resignation,  knowing  when  they  fall, 
That  tears,  like  hidden  fountains  of  the  earth, 
In  time  find  sweet  fruition  in  the  light. 


128 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 
AL  KARIF 

KARIF  lay  within  his  tent ; 
A  wind  from  out  the  west 
Unto  his  ear  a  challenge  sent : 
"The  good,  the  good  are  blest." 


The  Arab  rose,  and  put  aside 

The  curtains,  looking  out. 
The  purple  desert  far  and  wide 

Slept  like  a  dream  about. 

His  caravan  was  clustered  near 

In  silence  and  repose; 
Above,  full  many  a  brilliant  sphere 

Gleamed  like  a  burning  rose. 

No  wind  he  felt,  no  sound  he  heard, 
Save  here  and  there  the  note 

From  some  small  bell,  a  moment  stirred, 
Upon  some  camel's  throat. 

"What  need  have  I  to  fear,  O  skies?" 

Al  Karif  said  at  last ; 
"  'Twas  but  a  dream  that  o'er  mine  eyes 

And  o'er  my  spirit  passed. 

"  'The  good  are  blest.'    Good  I  am  not, 

Yet  in  the  great  bazaars 
Am  I  accounted  un  forgot 

By  all  the  golden  stars. 
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"The  stars  say  not  to  any  man 
How  he  shall  get  or  keep." 

So  saying,  through  his  caravan 
He  strode  to  silken  sleep. 

His  thousand  bales  of  merchandise 
Made  all  the  desert  sweet; 

He  slept  as  one  that  blissful  lies 
Where  earth  and  heaven  do  meet. 

An  hour  thereafter  o'er  him  broke 
The  dark  and  dread  simoom 

That  sent,  as  by  a  genie's  stroke, 
His  caravan  to  doom. 

Of  all  his  wealth  no  whit  was  left, 
And  all,  save  he  were  dead ; 

Alone,  of  all  his  pride  bereft, 
"Allah  is  wise,"  he  said. 

"The  good  are  blest,  while  I  must  live 

A  beggar  in  His  sight, 
Until  I  have  a  heart  to  give, 

A  soul  in  which  is  Light." 

He  lived  an  hundred  years  and  three, 

Ere  Allah  gave  him  rest. 
Carved  on  his  tomb  you  still  may  see : 

"Al  Karif— Greatly  Blest." 
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THE   DOVE   OF   THE   DELUGE 

THE  dove  of  the  Deluge  she  sate  in  her  cote 
And  the  music  she  made  was  a  minor  note ; 
For  her  heart  was  sick,  and  a-wearied  was 
she 

With  the  sound  of  the  rain  and  the  sob  of  the  sea. 
She  preened  her  fair  feathers,  and  stretched  her  bright 

wing, 

With  a  sigh  for  the  bloom  and  the  breath  of  the  spring. 
Till  once  from  her  slumber  she  woke  with  a  thrill — 
The  odor  of  blossoms  her  dreaming  did  fill. 
She  beat  on  her  bars,  and  she  fluttered  so  long, 
Her  note  grew  so  sweet  with  a  budding  of  song, 
That  Noah,  in  passing,  her  passion  to  calm, 
Reached  in,  and  so  made  her  the  thrall  of  his  palm; 
Yea,  took  her  and  soothed  her,  and  looked  in  her  eyes, 
And  felt  the  strong  pinions  that  yearned  for  the  skies, 
And  said :  "  'Tis  a  message  from  God  unto  me ; 
It  is  time  that  I  set  my  messenger  free. 
I  feel  in  her  bosom  the  promise  of  peace, 
The  waters  abate,  and  the  mountains  increase. 
She  hath  seen,  ere  I  saw,  the  manifold  bow, 
And    where    are    green    pastures    her    wisdom    doth 

know." 

He  opened  the  window,  and  gave  from  his  hold 
The  symbol  of  life  that  the  tempest  was  told; 
And  his  heart  beat  high  as  she  hurried  away 
Till  lost  in  the  distance  of  shimmering  day. 
And  far  flew  the  dove,  till  evening  she  flew, 
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Yet  never  a  place  for  resting  she  knew  ; 

For  the  sole  of  her  foot  no  bough  could  she  find, 

And  she  caught  up  her  heart,  and  fled  with  the  wind. 

And  homeward  she  hastened,  and  lit  on  the  ark, 

With  wings  that  were  weary  and  heavy  with  dark; 

Yet  through  the  long  night  she  saw  in  a  dream 

A  green-budding  tree  above  the  wide  stream, 

And  fluttered  with  joy  as  she  fluttered  before, 

Until  Noah  returned,  and  opened  her  door, 

And  gave  her  again  to  the  realm  of  the  sea, 

And  threw  from  his  bosom  the  last  doubting  key. 

Oh,  farther  and  swifter  than  ever  she  flew, 

Surprising  with  fervor  the  desolate  blue; 

When,  lo !  on  a  mountain  in  Eden's  demesne 

She  saw  a  young  olive  look  up  with  its  green ; 

And,  taking  a  branch,  she  departed  in  haste 

With  a  harvest  of  hope  that  brightened  the  waste. 

And  Noah  rejoiced,  and  he  praised  the  good  God 

That  the  waters,  ashamed,  were  fleeing  the  sod. 

He  stroked  the  worn  wings  with  a  heart  full  of  love; 

He  kissed  the  white  breast  of  his  messenger-dove  ; 

And  he  set  the  bird  free  to  fly  where  it  chose, 

To  be  unto  nations  a  sign  of  repose, 

To  be  unto  sorrow  a  symbol  of  hope — 

First  dove  of  the  Deluge  her  prison  to  ope ; 

The  dove  of  the  Deluge  that  found  the  first  leaf 

That  lifted  its  head  from  the  darkness  of  grief. 

And  therefore  may  we,  when  the  dark  waters  roll, 

And  trouble  defies  all  the  oak  of  the  soul, 

Tn  the  depths  of  our  hearts  unbar  us  a  door 
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And  bid  a  brave  spirit  the  desert  explore. 

And  the  gloom  shall  depart  and  be  no  more  seen ; 

For  somewhere,  forever,  unfolding  their  green, 

Our  olives  are  springing,  our  roses  in  bud — 

More  bright  and  more  sweet  for  the  sundering  flood. 


A  DREAM  OF  NIPPON 

DREAMED    of    Fuji    and    the   odorous 

East: 

Up  rose  the  regal  sun;  I  saw  a  land 
Divine,    as    from    some   bold   enchanter's 
"^  wand, 

Unfolding  like  a  flower,  until  the  least 
Of  all  things  earthly  vanished.    Lo !  a  feast 
Of  beauty  gleamed  along  a  golden  strand, 
And  up  the  mountain-side,  on  either  hand, 
Until  in  rosy  clouds  'twas  lost,  or  ceased. 
Then,  seemed  it,  from  some  unseen  upper  source, 
A  gentle  music  fluttered  everywhere, 
While  happy  spirits  led  me,  wondering,  on ; 
And  that  which  was  my  weary  soul  >K  coarse 
Earth  robe  dropt  off,  and,  native  to  the  air, 
Did  wing  itself  with  joy— -till  sleep  was  gone. 
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THE   FLOWER   OF   CARE 

OH,  strange  to  tell, 
Despair,  that  sprung  from  haggard  Care, 
Deep-dreaming,  fell  into  the  well 
Where  Truth  is  wont  to  dwell. 

Drenched  through  and  through  with  heavenly  dew, 
As  morning  broke,  she  woke 

Into  a  lotus-flower, 
As  fair  as  e'er  did  smile  upon  the  Nile 

In  Cleopatra's  hour  of  highest  power. 
Her  former  state  forgot,  she  loved  her  lot — 
Truth  all  about  her,  and  none  to  flout  her, 
And  none  to  doubt  her; 

And  stars  of  light 

That  shone  above  like  globes  of  love — 
Herself  a  starry  thing  that  drew  its  might 
From  depths  as  bright  as  thought  can  show, 
Or  dreams  can  bring  from  streams  that  flow 

From  founts  of  spring. 
When  lo!  triumphant  Beauty, 
A-tripping  through  the  fields  of  duty, 

Espied  the  crystal  tide, 
Looked  down  into  the  dimpled  gloom, 
And  saw  the  bloom,  and  loved  it  there, 
And  knelt  and  kissed  it, 
And,  going,  missed  it; 

So  came  and  came  again, 
Refusing  to  resist  it; 

As  high-souled  men, 
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Departing  out  of  Virtue's  sight, 
Return  with  ever  swifter  flight, 
And  all  their  bales  of  perfume  break 
Around  her  feet  for  her  sweet  sake. 
So  died  Despair,  and  so  was  born, 
Upon  a  golden  morn, 
The  flower  whose  root  was  Care. 


Y 


SONG 

OU  little  Loves  that  flutter  in 

The  garden  of  my  heart, 
Away,  away,  with  all  your  din, 

For  you  and  I  must  part. 
Your  busy  wings  disturb  my  sleep, 

Your  chatter  at  all  hours 
Is  such  that  I  would  have  you  keep 
Beyond  my  rosy  bowers. 


And  so  I  sent  them  off,  alas ! 

The  leaves  are  falling  sere, 
And  dry  and  withered  is  the  grass, 

And  icy  cold  the  mere. 
Alone,  alone,  I  wander  sad, 

Bereft  of  everything; 
No  flower,  no  leaf,  to  make  me  glad, 

No  sound  of  any  wing. 
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THE   LAST   LULLABY 

ESIDE  an  empty  crib  she  sits, 

And  rocks  it  to  and  fro; 
The  while  she  sings  a  lullaby 

In  tender  voice  and  low. 
Her  cheek  is  sere  as  autumn's  leaf, 

Her  hair  is  white  as  snow, 
Within  her  worn  and  weary  eyes 
The  love  of  long  ago. 

"Now  hush  thee,  babe,  and  do  not  cry, 

Lie  still  and  sleep  till  day." 
'Tis  forty  years  since  she,  with  tears, 

Her  baby  laid  away; 
Yet  every  night  she  rocks  the  crib 

As  in  that  distant  time, 
And  thinks  she  hears  her  nestling  coo 

Whene'er  she  sings  her  rhyme. 

"Now  cuddle  doon  and  sleep,  my  dear, 

To-morrow  will  be  soon." 
Above  the  cold  bare  trees  looks  in 

The  wan  and  wintry  moon    *    *    * 
They  found  her  by  the  cradle,  dead, 

Peace  on  her  face  and  joy, 
Within  her  hand  a  little  shoe, 

Within  her  lap  a  toy. 
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SONG 

VER  the  wall,  over  the  wall, 

Blew  an  autumn  blast, 
And  many  and  many  a  leaf  did  fall 
Where  it  passed. 


I  said  to  the  rose,  "Beware,  beware." 

But  it  smiled  and  said: 
"Think  not  that  I,  when  trees  are  bare, 

To  life  am  wed." 

Over  and  over  the  world 

A  wild  wind  blows; 
With  many  friends  gone,  I  wander  on — 

And  think  as  the  rose. 


M 


ON   THE   HIGHWAY 

Y  heart  is  vagrant  "to  the  dawn, 

My  heart  is  truant  to  the  eve ; 
No  more  the  soul  is  hurried  on 
To  scenes  once  loved — I  can  but  grieve. 

From  day  to  day  I  hear  the  cry 

Of  men  whose  woes  I  cannot  mend; 

From  hour  to  hour  I  see  them  die 
Because  of  joy  that  none  can  send. 

And  hence  my  heart  is  heavy,  sad, 
And  hence  my  heart  is  like  to  burst, 

It  is  so  weak  to  make  men  glad, 
It  is  so  poor  to  quench  their  thirst. 
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THE  AWAITED   GUEST 

KiAP  not  too  oft  the  fields  of  faery  land; 
Fill  not  thy  bins  with  visionary  grain; 
Roam  not  too  long  upon  the  ocean  strand, 
Lest  thou  shalt  find  the  siren,  hear  her 

strain 
Of  haunting  music,  and  go  mad,  and  so 

No  more  among  thy  fellows  be  as  they, 
But  be  a  dreamer,  seeing  visions  strange, 
Accounting  gold  all  blossoms  far  below, 

And  more  than  noon  the  twilight  of  the  day. 
And  more  than  spring  the  sweet  autumnal  change, 
And  more  than  life  the  dreams  that  from  it  flow. 
For  thou,  alone,  shalt  wander,  drinking  in 

A  glory,  lost  to  others,  far  and  wide ; 
And  even  where  is  throned  the  monster  Sin, 
Deep  looking,  thou  shalt  see  a  beauty  hide, 
And  bring  it  forth ;  yet  some  shall  say :  "Behold, 

How  vile;  there  is  no  good  in  Nazareth; 
And  he  who  seeks  it  there  is  also  vile." 
So  shall  the  children  mock  thee,  and  unfold 

Their  ribaldry ;  and  grandames,  under  breath, 
Mumble,  "Alas!  bewitched,"  and  men  shall  smile, 
Thinking  thy  birthright  but  for  pottage  sold. 
Therefore,  O  Youth,  seek  not  the  Muse's  bower, 

But  in  the  quiet  paths  of  duty  stray, 
Crowning  thy  brow  with  many  a  fragrant  flower 

Untwined  with  any  longing  thought  of  bay. 
So  Peace  shall  make  her  home  with  thee  and  thine, 
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And  Joy  shall  hover  near,  and  oft  alight ; 
But  if  the  Muse  arrive,  and  touch  with  fire 
Thy  brow,  and  bid  thee  follow  her,  consign 

Thy  soul  to  Song,  for  she  shall  pour  the  might 
Of  stars  into  the  music  of  thy  lyre, 
And  give  thee  for  a  boon  ambrosial  wine. 


¥ 


A    CAPRICE 

HAT  is  it,  this  love? 
Let  us  say  'tis  a  top 
That,  losing  its  prop, 
Took  a  wonderful  drop 

From  above. 

To  win  it  a  minute, 

Just  spin  it; 

'Twill  sing  like  a  linnet 

Enamored  of  June — 

A  magical  tune. 

Equip  it  or  strip  it, 

Or  whip  it  or  trip  it, 

Or  clip  it  and  lip  it, 

Or  grip  it  and  ship  it, 

If  you  will,  to  the  moon; 

'Tis  a  boon; 

Its  music  is  wine; 

Make  it  thine; 

'Tis  something  divine. 
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But,  oh,  sir,  to  win  it 

A  minute;  to  pin  it, 

To  twin  it,  to  kin  it, 

And  not,  sir,  to  sin  it, 

Thy  heart,  let  me  din  it, 

Needs  something  within  it 

To  give  power,  if  it  live  for  an  hour- 

Or  'twill  die  like  a  flower 

In  a  frost-smitten  bower, 

Storm-shaken,  forsaken, 

To  waken  no  more. 


RAVEN  TOWERS 

EHOLD!  these  are  the  Raven  Towers, 

And  here  be  ravens  still, 
Screaming  and  flapping  at  all  hours. 

First,  feed  them  to  their  fill; 
For  they  are  lords  of  this  estate, 
And  act  as  ministers  of  Fate. 

In  olden  times  here  dwelt  a  knight, 

Yet  most  unknightly  he; 
No  quest  he  rode  to  set  things  right, 

He  loved  no  fair  ladye; 
And  never  from  his  castle  wall, 
To  those  in  need,  let  farthings  fall. 
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But  ever  hugged  the  yellow  gold, 

And  ever  more  he  sought, 
Till  he  grew  rich,  and  he  grew  old 

And  haggard  as  his  thought; 
And  men  rechristened  him  Sir  Blot, 
The  knight  who  all  his  vows  forgot. 

So  passed  the  years  till  famine  came, 

And  slew  men  left  and  right, 
And  set  its  seal  of  tenfold  shame 

Upon  the  miser-knight: 
Who  came  with  gold,  to  them  he  sold ; 
Who  came  with  none,  the  grave  did  hold. 

His  heaps  of  grain  to  guineas  grew, 

And  not  one  seed  was  lost; 
About  his  towers  the  ravens  flew 

For  food,  but  none  was  tossed; 
Like  spirits  dark,  both  night  and  day, 
They  shrieked  in  rage,  nor  would  away. 

Then  out  did  storm  that  recreant  knight, 

To  kill  them  with  his  sword, 
To  chase  them  from  his  haunted  sight, 

And  curse  them  with  his  word. 
They  fell  upon  him  like  a  cloud; 
They  were  his  black  and  screaming  shroud. 
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They  left  him  soon  a  skeleton, 
They  left  to  men  his  gold; 

They  kept  the  castle  that  they  won — 
This  ruin  dark  and  old, 

About  which  goes,  at  midnight  hours, 

The  baffled  ghost  of  Raven  Towers. 


THE  GOLDEN  CALF 

BEHOLD  me,  on  my  pedestal,  the  Calf 
Of  Gold,  more  ancient  than  the  gods  of 
Eld, 
And  more  than  they  in  adoration  held ; 
Not  fed  with  tithes,  nor  yet  with  merely  half 
Of  life's  estate — and  never  fed  with  chaff — 
But  fed,  by  multitudes  unparalleled, 
With  hearts,  and  fed  with  souls,  ere  fate  has  knelled 
Their  earth  existence;  therefore  here  I  laugh. 
'Twas  thought  I  was  destroyed,  once  on  a  time ; 
Thrown  down,  I  soon  was  lifted  up  again; 
Since  when  my  worshipers  around  me  heave, 
Sealike,  in  throngs,  from  every  land  and  clime. 
Serene,  I  listen  to  the  prayers  of  men; 
Baubles  they  ask,  and  baubles  they  receive. 
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THE  JAILER 

OW  comes  the  jailer,  Winter  old, 

And  locks  each  beauty  in  a  cell; 
Subjects  them  to  intensest  cold, 

And  mocks  the  region  where  they  dwell. 
Day  after  day  he  makes  them  slaves, 

Like  some  world-scorning  anchorite, 
Until  they  lie  as  in  their  graves, 

Sheeted  in  silence  smooth  and  white. 

So  lives  he  in  his  lonely  might, 

Thinking  all  beauty  dead  and  gone, 
Till,  haggard,  palsied,  weak  of  sight, 

He  drops  his  keys,  and  shuffles  on ; 
When  lo!  upon  a  windy  morn, 

The  crocus  opens  every  cell ; 
Out  pour  his  captives,  newly  born, 

And  where  is  Winter  none  can  tell. 


THE    ROBBER 

OBEE,  why  lingerest  thou  so  long  this  morn 
Within  the  temple  of  the  lily  white? 
To  make  confession,  and  to  set  aright 
Thy  many  crimes  of  theft,  that  make  for- 
lorn 

A  thousand  blooms?    Art  thou  by  conscience  torn, 
Seeking  for  absolution,  that  the  light 
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Reveal  no  stain  upon  thee,  and  that  night 
Bring  not  its  dream  of  some  impaling  thorn? 
Not  so!    I  erred  to  think  thou  couldst  reform; 
Thou  art  a  burly  Robin  Hood,  and  bold ; 
For,  as  I  looked  to  see  thee  quit  the  flower 
A  saint,  thou  fledst,  like  to  a  pygmy  storm, 
Thy  thighs  with  booty  laden — half  the  gold 
Of  that  fair  temple's  altar  gone  that  hour. 


THE    STAR   OF    THEBES 
(A  Mummy  in  the  British  Museum.) 

DAUGHTER  of  Egypt,  and,  perchance,  a 
queen, 
How    fragrantly    she    sleeps,    and    how 
serene, 
Wrapt  in  her  shroud  of  frankincense  and  myrrh — 

A  rose  embalmed  in  essence  of  the  rose. 
Not  all  the  roar  of  London  waketh  her, 

Nor  change,  nor  war  disturbs  her  calm  repose; 
She  rests  the  same  to-day  as  when  they  hid 
Her  in  the  gloom  of  some  old  pyramid, 
With  many  a  lotus  dying  on  her  coffin-lid. 

Isis  she  loved,  and  Ra  (so  reads  the  line), 
And  daily  walked  the  ways  that  are  divine, 
Upon  her  lips  the  laughter  born  of  joy, 
Within  her  heart  the  music  of  the  good; 
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No  guile  in  all  her  nature,  no  alloy, 

A  jewel  in  the  crown  of  womanhood, — 
A  star  of  Thebes,  that,  when  she  passed  from  sight, 
Darkness  befell  as  black  as  Nubian  night, 
Yea,  went  away  the  life,  the  very  soul  of  light. 

Yet  here  doth  lie  the  all  of  her  that  Death 
Thought  not  to  take.    Ages  ago  her  breath 
Warmed  these  dry  lips  to  song,  yea,  even  now 

Seems  lingering  near,  so  pleasant  is  her  smile, 
So  placidly  she  sleeps,  so  calm  her  brow, 

Oh,  since  she  died  how  lonesomely  the  Nile 
Hath  poured  his  waters  down  to  Ocean's  shore, 
As  sad  tears  poured — and  Memnon  sings  no  more, 
And  that  which  Egypt  was  is  but  gigantic  lore. 

Ere  Greece  or  Rome  were  dreamed  of,  her  dark  eyes 
Looked  on  Luxor  and  Karnac.    See  where  lies 
The  shadow  of  their  glory — so,  shut  tight 

Beneath  these  dusky  lids,  her  glance  is  lost. 
And  yet  she  smiles,  as  though,  ere  it  took  flight, 
Her  soul  had  turned  and  kissed  the  clay,  and 

tossed 

A  blossom  back,  that  liveth  still,  immune 
To  death,  secure  as  some  immortal  rune 
Caught  in  the  sweet  embrace  of  some  immortal  tune. 
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AMONG    THE    HILLS 

HERE,  in  the  hills,  the  sky  seems  friendly, 
kin 
To  man,  as  seems  the  tree,  the  grass,  the 
brook; 

Yea,  neighborly,  the  stars,  with  kindly  look 
Of  welcome,  at  our  casements  peering  in, 
Unclouded,  smile.    The  winds  do  also  win 
Our  love,  for  they,  if  gruff,  are  clean,  forsook 
Of  city  odors,  fragrant  as  a  nook 
Wherein  there  grows  no  poisonous  weed  of  Sin. 
Oh,  never  until  now  have  I  so  near 
To  nature  been,  and  never  been  so  far 
From  loneliness  and  all  that  it  implies. 
How   sweet   the   hour   when   every   dream   we    rear 
Is  tipped  with  light  as  all  these  mountains  are, 
While  yet  the  day  within  the  valley  dies. 


H 


OUT  OF  HARNESS 

ERE,  lying  in  the  grass, 
Sweetly  the  moments  pass; 
About  the  clover  bloom 
The  stillicidic  boom 
Of  countless  bees  is  heard, 
While,  overhead,  a  bird, 
Among  the  maple  leaves, 
A  happy  music  weaves 
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Of  tinkling  notes,  like  bells 
Of  faery  set  aswing 

In  moonlit  dells 
Of  spring. 

The  sky,  serenely  blue, 
Shows  but  a  cloud  or  two 
Of  white, 

As  though  the  sea  of  light 
Would  bear  a  little  trace 
Of  foam  upon  its  face, 
Some  faint  and  fading  ghost 
Of  storm  from  some  far  coast, 
Where  once,  in  darker  guise, 
Through  livid  skies, 
It  swept  among  its  kind, 
On  driven  by  the  wind; 

But  now,  behold,  how  calm, 

As,  drifting  high, 

It  drinks  of  balm, 

As  I. 

For  I,  within  this  sea 
Of  green  immensity, 
Seem  also  but  a  cloud 
Adrift  beyond  the  crowd. 

And  so,  where  robins  call 
And  grasses  throng, 
With  hum  of  song, 

Forgetting  one  and  all 
The  tempests  known  to  men, 
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I  grow  serene  again ; 

And  yet  within  me  feel 

What  Peace  can  never  heal — 

The  urge  to  thunderous  roads, 

And  my  full  share  of  loads 

Therein, 

One  with  the  strife  and  din ; 

So  take  my  ease  a  while, 

And  drink  of  strength,  and  smile, 

And  feel  my  pulses  burn 

To  think,  when  I  return, 

New  ardor  shall  be  mine 
To  face  the  lifted  spear, 

And  life  be  then  divine 
As  now  and  here. 


THE  MAID,  THE  WIND  AND  THE  WILLOW 
TREE 

AS  I  rode  down  to  Camber  town 
All  in  the  month  of  May,  I  lost  my  way, 
But  little  I  cared  as  on  I  fared 
All  in  a  land  so  gay. 
The  bird  was  busy  with  his  lay, 
The  bee  was  out,  the  brook  a-shout, 
And  blooming  was  the  spray. 
I  said  aright,  "It  is  delight 
To  make  the  journey  long 
That  is  an  endless  song." 
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So  on  I  went,  and  well  content, 

When  lo !  mine  eyes  did  see 

A  little  maid  beneath  a  willow  tree, 

And  fairer  maid  no  soul  may  see. 

"I  ride  me  down  to  Camber  town," 

I  said  unto  the  maid,  "I've  lost  my  way; 

Tell  me,  I  pray,  the  road  to  follow." 

She  pulled  a  daisy  from  its  stem, 

She  hid  her  ankles  brown  beneath  the  hem 

Of  her  blue  gown,  and  blushed  as  red 

As  is  the  wayside  rose,  and  said : 

"Oh,  sir,  the  road  is  long.    Go  down  the  hill, 

And  o'er  the  bridge,  and  past  the  mill, 

And  by  the  church,  and  through  the  hollow, 

When  you  can  see,  mid  many  a  tree, 

The  two  white  spires  of  Camber  town." 

I  gave  her  thanks,  and  rode  away, 

And  in  my  heart  I  said,  "  'Twere  well  sometimes 

To  live  one's  rhymes."    When  from  behind 

I  heard  a  voice  (perchance  the  wind)  ; 

"A  fairer  face  you  shall  not  see, 

But,  sir,  the  maid  belongs  to  me. 

I  sleepless  woo  her  while  'tis  light, 

And  sing  for  her  the  livelong  night; 

I  kiss  her  cheek,  and  speak  my  love — 

She  speaks  her  love  to  me. 

And  down  beside  the  willow  tree 

We've  made  our  trysting  place. 

Beware,  beware,  for  she  is  fair, 
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And  I  am  jealous.    Go  your  way ; 

She's  mine,  she's  mine,  forever  and  a  day." 

As  I  rode  down  to  Camber  town 

Another  year,  I,  musing,  said, 

"I'll  take  the  way  I  took  the  day 

I  met  the  little  maid."    November  now 

Had  stript  the  bough ;  the  fields  were  bare 

And  chill,  with  hints  of  frost  in  air, 

No  bird,  no  bee  made  songs  for  me ; 

The  brook  was  silent,  gray  the  sky, 

When  lo !  I  saw  the  willow  tree, 

Uprooted  in  a  gale.    I  looked  to  see 

The  little  maid,  when  said  a  voice  to  me 

(Perchance  it  was  the  wind)  :  "No  more,  no  more, 

As  you  ride  down  to  Camber  town, 

Shall  you  the  maiden  find. 

Her  tomb  is  there  upon  the  hill, 

And  all  alone  am  I."    The  wind 

It  blew  with  tearful  moan, 

The  wind  it  wailed  and  sighed, 

And  whirled  the  dead  leaves  far  and  wide — 

The  dead  leaves  of  the  willow  tree. 

And  now  no  more  I  ride  me  down 

To  Camber  town  the  way  I  rode  before. 

But  every  time  I  go  to  Camber  town, 

And  many  times  between — when  fields  are  green, 

Or  bare  and  brown,  or  white  with  snow — 

I  think  of  her,  and  of  the  willow  tree, 
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And  of  her  grave  upon  the  hill, 
And  of  the  wind  that  mourns  her  still — 
An  endless  dirge,  like  to  the  surge 
That,  whitening,  breaks  along  the  coast, 
Chanting  the  hopes  of  shiplost  men — 
Making  me  host  to  her  dead  ghost 
That  haunts  my  soul,  and  points  again 
The  way  I  took — yet  left  behind 
The  brighter  path  of  her  sweet  look, 
Which  now  no  mortal  eye  may  find, 
Except  in  mocking  mirrors  of  the  mind, 
Whose  deep  reflections  leave  the  spirit  blind; 
For  they  are  but  the  fountains  of  our  sorrow, 
Yesterday,  to-day,  and  every  new  to-morrow. 
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MICAH    ROOD 
(Franklin,  Conn.,  1693.) 

HE  judge  the  apple  broke  in  twain 
And  at  its  core  he  saw  a  stain, 
A  red,  red  drop  as  'twere  of  blood; 
And  past  events  as  in  a  flood 

Before  him  swept.    It  seemed  the  core 

Of  that  strange  fruit  enchantment  bore ; 

Its  fresh  aroma  seemed  the  breath 

Of  some  sweet  spring  long  gone  to  death ; 

And  every  brown  and  pudgy  seed 

Told  and  retold  some  blossom-creed; 

The  snowy  pulp,  the  ruby  skin, 

Suggested  virtue  bound  in  sin, 

Suggested  Abel  and  the  blow 

That  by  his  altar  laid  him  low ; 

Yea,  surely,  here  a  stain  as  red, 

Whose  heart  beneath  the  good  tree  bled. 

Whose  face,  appealing  to  the  sky, 

Did  some  white  blossom  there  espy 

And  bleed,  until  the  baby  fruit 

Was  marked  with  blood  as  was  the  root. 

"Oh,  foolish  dream,"  the  gray  judge  said; 

"The  poet  in  me  is  not  dead, 

For  ever  I  forget,  it  seems, 

That  judges  do  not  live  on  dreams. 

To  me  the  facts  are  all  in  all, 

Yet  here,  a-dream,  I  sit  and  call 
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Imagination  up.     Strong  minds 

Should  throw  such  rubbish  to  the  winds ; 

And  yet,  and  yet,  I  hear  a  voice 

Speak  in  the  stain.    I  have  no  choice ; 

Tis  mine  to  listen  and  to  act, 

Or  if  imagination,  fact 

Or  fancy  testify — to  weigh 

The  evidence,  be  what  it  may." 

He  dreamed,  and  asked  at  last:  "Whose  tree 

Brought  forth  this  fruit?  Who  brought  it  me?" 

"Old  Micah  Rood  did  bring  it,  sir." 

The  judge,  as  he  a  poet  were, 

Dreamed  on.    "Go,  boy,  and  show  him  this — 

The  blood-red  core — and  ask  what  'tis 

That  makes  the  murder-mark  appear 

In  his  good  apples,  year  by  year — 

What  soil  doth  bring  about  the  spot; 

If  he  doth  know  the  cause  or  not." 

The  boy  he  ran,  the  boy  he  flew 

Old  Micah  Rood's  near  farm  unto, 

And  there,  beneath  an  apple  tree, 

He  found  the  farmer  digging.     "See!" 

The  youngster  said,  "the  core  is  red. 

What  makes  it  so?    The  judge  would  know." 

As  Moses  smote  the  desert's  rock, 

And  bade  the  pent-up  waters  flow, 

That  question,  with  a  mighty  shock, 

Broke  up  the  deeps  that  surged  below 

In  Micah's  soul.    "The  judge  shall  know. 

'Tis  blood,  blood,  blood  that  makes  it  so! 
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I  dared  not  kill  the  apple  tree 
Lest  louder  voice  inform  on  me; 
I  cannot  hide  away  the  stain; 
I  dig  and  dig,  but  all  in  vain; 
The  earth  cries  out  my  victim's  curse 
Until  it  fills  the  universe. 
It  whispers,  whispers  everywhere 
Until  my  heart  is  throbbing  bare, 
And  all  its  strings,  like  frightened  things, 
To  one  wild  cry  give  deathless  wings. 
,    His  blood  hath  told  the  root,  the  root 

The  sap,  the  sap  the  bud,  the  bud  the  fruit, 
And  now  the  fruit  the  judge  hath  told; 
And  I  must  die  where  I  did  slay." 
The  boy,  all  breathless,  ran  away ; 
And  where  he  slew  the  peddler  old, 
They  found  his  slayer,  dead  and  cold. 


THROUGH  DARKNESS  UNTO  LIGHT 

HELL,    throughout    her   seven   sad    circles, 
grieved — 
Such  grief  as  falls  to  those  who  see  how 
wide, 

How  deep  the  gulf  that  severs  them  from  joy. 
Lo,  one,  her  penance  o'er,  stood  pensive  where 
A  portal  swung  its  gates  to  let  her  pass 
Beyond  the  confines  of  that  woeful  realm. 
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All  eyes  beheld  her,  radiant  as  the  morn, 

New-wing'd  for  flight;  about  her  such  a  gleam 

As  shines  from  souls  made  pure  through  ages  long 

Of  pale  remorse ;  upon  her  brow  such  light 

As  heavenly  lilies  wear,  and  on  her  lips 

Such  rose  as  she  would  kiss  all  sin  away. 

She  saw  the  great  tears  fall,  she  heard  the  sobs 

Of  countless  souls  that  she  had  learned  to  know — 

Brave  souls  still  doing  penance  for  their  sins, 

Proud  souls  that  loved  her  well,  and  whom  she  loved 

With  love  made  finer  than  they  yet  could  feel. 

So,  hesitant,  she  stood,  within  her  breast 

A  struggle  sweet  as  though  some  high  resolve, 

Late-budded,  ruled  the  palace  of  her  thought, 

Yea,  ached  to  bloom  and  pour  its  fragrance  forth, 

And  balm  that  place  of  gloom — stupendous  dream; 

And  yet,  as  they  such  dream  in  her  divined, 

The  congregated  souls  grew  hush  and  keen 

With  eager  hope  that  some  supernal  change 

Perchance  might  mitigate  their  agony. 

Then  spake  the  keeper  of  the  portal :  "Most 

Pure,  triumphant  soul,  thy  path  awaits  thee; 

Go  thou,  and  may  the  aeons  yet  to  come 

Mar  not  thy  perfect  peace.    Farewell."    But  lo ! 

That  soul  moved  not,  the  while  within  her  face 

A  look  that  told  her  purpose  fully  blown    , 

Shone  like  a  star  upon  that  yearning  throng. 

Then  raised  she  up  a  hand  as  she  would  speak. 

Throbbed  every  burning  breast,  throbbed  Satan's  most. 
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Though  impotent  was  he  to  voice  a  word ; 
Yet  gazed  with  orbs  whose  fire  had  pierced  a  rock, 
But  had  no  strength  to  pierce  a  shielded  soul ; 
So  turned  their  gaze  from  her  unto  the  depths 
Of  his  vast  realm,  and  lit  its  horrors  up 
As  he  would  contradict  her  shining  face 
With  proof  of  woe  beyond  her  power  to  mend — 
A  challenge  mute,  though  thunderous  in  design. 
Then  spake  that  pure  soul  thus:  "Spirits,  brothers, 
In  whom  the  fires  of  sin  not  yet  are  out, 
Think  not  that  I,  in  whom  those  fires  are  quenched, 
Stand  here  to  say  'Farewell,'  but  rather  'Hail/ 
In  this  new  guise,  new  greetings  to  you  all! 
'Tis  mine  to  go,  'tis  also  mine  to  stay, 
And  this  do  I  elect,  for,  going  hence, 
What  could  I  do  to  comfort  anything? 
Heaven  needs  me  not ;  I  were  but  idle  there ; 
But  here,  where  I  have  grown  through  darkness  up 
To  light — yea,  here  that  light  shall  radiate. 
Here  will  I  dwell,  and  if  within  me  lies 
Some  power  to  halt  a  single  tear  of  grief, 
To  set  the  hands  of  sorrow  back  a  notch, 
Or  to  advance  one  soul  toward  liberty, 
That  will  I  do;  and  so  do  forfeit  heaven 
For  hell,  believing  I  do  gain  thereby 
A  height  that,  going,  I  should  ne'er  achieve. 
Clang-to  the  gates."    And  loudly  were  they  clanged. 
The  while  arose  such  shouts  in  hell  as  must 
i  lave  made  the  deepest  crypts  of  heaven  tremble. 
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HARRY   MAYNE 
(Ipswich  Bar) 

H,  Harry  Mayne,  oh,  Harry  Mayne, 

A  penance  great  is  thine: 
To  braiil  long  strands  of  sad  sea  sands, 
And  shovel  back  the  brine. 


For  once  thou  wert  a  pirate  bold, 

And  many  things  did  do, 
That  all  thy  toil  cannot  uncoil, 

Nor  all  thy  moaning  rue. 

And  therefore  is  the  wind  thy  foe, 

The  tide  a  foe  to  thee; 
And  how  they  laugh  to  break  thy  ropes, 

And  whelm  thee  with  the  sea. 

And  how  they  taunt  thee  with  the  ghosts 

Of  all  thy  luckless  dead, 
As  night  by  night  they  bring  them  back 

With  curses  on  thy  head. 

With  curses  on  thy  head  and  soul, 
They  mock  thee  at  thy  task ; 

They  haunt  thee  with  their  hollow  eyes, 
And  mournfully  they  ask: 
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"Oh,  Harry  Mayne,  oh,  Harry  Mayne, 
Why  shovel  back  the  sea? 

Will  not  the  years  allay  thy  fears? 
What  good  may  sand  ropes  be? 

"  'Tis  not  with  simple  ropes  of  sand 
Whereby  the  knave  doth  swing; 

Braid  thee  a  rope  of  hempen  stuff 
If  thou  wouldst  do  the  thing." 

With  fingers  long  and  white  they  point 
To  wounds  that  freshly  bleed; 

"Oh,  Harry  Mayne,  oh,  Harry  Mayne, 
Who  did  this  awful  deed?" 

With  groans  doth  fall  that  pirate-man 
And  writhe  him  in  the  waves, 

As  fading,  fading,  fading,  pass 
His  victims  to  their  graves. 

With  fingers  showing  each  his  wound, 
They  fade  from  sight  a  while, 

That  he  may  shovel  back  the  sea 
And  braid  a  sandy  mile. 

That  he  may  braid  a  mile  of  sand 
Yet  hang  him  not  thereby; 

That  he  may  shovel  back  the  sea, 
Yet  not  therein  may  die. 
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THE  BOON   OF  DUSK 

EE,  see!  the  silver  ship  of  Isis  glides 

Adown  the  placid  west, 
Cleaving  with  silent  prow  the  purple  tides 
Of  earthward-flowing  rest. 


What  cargo  is  she  laden  with?    Is't  freight 

Of  frankincense  and  myrrh? 
To  whom  is  she  consigned?    Do  those  who  wait 
Grow  anxious  now  for  her? 

Perchance  upon  the  altar  to  some  god 

The  fragrant  store  is  small, 
And  some  pale,  trembling  vestal  with  her  rod 

Feeds  now  the  flame  with  all. 

Oh,  that  the  eager  fire  may  never  die, 

But  clearly  burn  and  strong, 
Renewed  each  morn  and  evening  from  the  sky, 

And  girt  afresh  with  song. 

O  ship,  unto  thy  destination  haste, 

Adown  thy  darkening  stream; 
Away !  that,  ere  they  faint,  each  one  may  taste 

The  nectar  of  his  dream. 

Behold  the  dark  horizon  claims  its  own; 

The  ship  is  lost  to  sight ; 
Stars  rise — each  like  a  lotus,  newly  blown, 

Upon  some  pool  of  night. 
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The  heavens  broaden  as  they  come  to  view ; 

The  earth  seems  sunk  in  gloom — 
Until  a  rose,  more  odorous  for  the  dew, 

Reminds  me  she's  in  bloom. 

Standing  upon  this  distant  shore,  a  youth, 

Enamored  of  each  flower, 
Abroad  I  send  my  soul,  a  pensive  Ruth, 

To  glean  the  quiet  hour. 

And,  oh,  the  cheer  she  brings  me  home  is  such 

As  could  the  reaper  know, 
He'd  lay  his  greedy  sickle  down,  and  clutch 

My  straws,  nor  let  me  go. 

'Tis  well  he's  happy  with  his  golden  sheaves ; 

Content  to  glean  am  I, 
For  more  than  all  the  reaper  takes  he  leaves — 

The  dreams  he  cannot  buy. 


O 


EARTH,  wherein  I  dwelt 

So  long,  so  long  ago, 
Think  not  I  saw  thee  melt 

As  melts  the  winter's  snow, 
And  had  no  little  grief; 
Think  not  the  love  I  felt, 
When  I  departed,  died; 
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Think  not  no  glossy  leaf 

Of  hope  the  change  defied, 

Nor  that  no  gathered  sheaf 
Of  dreams  I  still  do  hide 

Within  the  soul  of  me. 

Here,  in  Eternity, 
In  everlasting  light, 
The  blossoms  all  are  bright; 

They  never,  never  die, 
For  never  any  breath 
Is  there  to  close  in  death 

A  single  happy  eye; 
Serene,  they  blush  and  bloom 
Where  never  any  tomb 
Awaits  them  with  its  gloom, 

To  cloud  the  nightless  sky. 
And  so  my  soul  doth  ask, 
Behind  its  shining  mask: 

"Could  I  not  love  them  more 
Had  they  the  power  to  fade? 

Could  I  not  them  adore 

If  this  their  fragrant  store 
Were  for  a  moment  made?" 

Yes,  paradise  is  sweet, 

'Tis  sweet  for  many  things; 
For  never-wearied  feet, 

For  never-wearied  wings, 
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For  joy  that  were  complete 

Might  it  but  taste  the  springs 
I  tasted  once  on  earth, 
Where  days  had  death  as  birth, 
When  eyes  could  shed  a  tear, 
When  love  could  feel  a  fear, 
And  mirth  was  doubly  dear 

Because  it  fled  so  soon. 
And  therefore,  dwelling  here, 

In  this  eternal  noon, 
I  often  long  to  flee 
From  immortality, 

And  feel  the  lips  of  June 
Thrill  all  the  soul  of  me, 

And,  underneath  the  moon, 

Inhale  the  fragrant  boon 
Of  her  imperial  flower 
That  lives  its  happy  hour, 

And  like  a  dream  doth  fade, 
Yet,  fading,  leaves  behind 
That  pleasure  in  the  mind 

Which  is  so  wondrous  fine 
It  seems  at  once  the  blade 
Of  glory's  accolade, 

And  something  more  divine — 
The  cross  and  crown  of  grief, 
Entwined  with  bud  and  leaf 
That  had  the  power  to  weep 
Themselves,  as  I,  to  sleep. 
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THE  PHANTOM  SWAN 
(Hutton  Lake) 

ITH  wings  as  red  as  Tampa's  rose, 
With  breast  as  white  as  Shasta's  snows, 
And  singing  none  but  heavenly  notes 
(As  they  were  born  of  angel  throats) 

Wyoming's  swan,  a  phantom,  floats 

Upon  her  lake  anear  the  sky, 

Nor  stirs  the  tide  as  she  goes  by. 


The  winds  grow  hush,  beholding  her ; 
The  sun  looks  down,  a  worshiper; 
The  stars,  for  her,  bestir  their  fires ; 
And  mortal  singers  tune  their  lyres 
To  higher  hopes  and  high  desires; 
And  many  a  pilgrim,  passing  there, 
Feels  in  his  heart  a  wild  despair, 
To  think  that  he  a  mortal  is 
And  not  a  sharer  of  her  bliss. 

And  as  he  hears  her  magic  lay, 
He  throws  his  lesser  self  away, 
Forgets  the  world,  enraptured,  thrilled, 
His  steps  are  drawn,  his  soul  is  willed 
To  seek  the  swan,  and  through  hope's  portal 
Drift  on  into  the  sea  immortal. 
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With  heart  elate,  he  cleaves  the  tide> 
He  stems  the  flood  to  gain  her  side ; 
He  reaches  out  to  touch  her  wings. 
And,  taking  up  her  strain,  he  sings, 
When  slowly,  slowly  in  the  wave, 
Wooed  on  to  joy,  he  finds  his  grave. 
For  lo!  the  swan  before  him  keeps 
Her  course  along  the  silent  deeps, 
Serene,  supreme,  unknowing  man, 
And  all  the  sorrows  of  his  clan. 

Still  sings  the  swan,  and  spreads  her  wings 
Upon  the  crystal  of  her  springs; 
And  so  shall  sing,  so  long  as  pain 
Within  the  human  heart  and  brain 
Finds  home,  and  is  the  viper  foe 
That  stings  him  in  this  world  below. 
Ay,  she  shall  sing,  deluding  grief, 
And  binding  in  the  soul  a  sheaf 
Of  golden  dreams — that  it  no  more 
The  blooms  of  youth  shall  hunger  for. 

But  those  whose  hearts  are  cold  and  sere 

Shall  wander  on  from  year  to  year, 
The  sorry  ghosts  of  what  they  were, 
Nor  come  upon  the  haunts  of  her. 

Their  paths  shall  be  through  every  fear; 
The  magic  music  of  the  swan, 
Singing  at  twilight  or  at  dawn, 

They  shall  not  dream,  they  shall  not  hear. 
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THE  VIOLIN-MAKER 

/     •     f  IS  done,  my  hundredth  violin,  the  last 

That  I  shall  make,  for  I  am  worn  and 

old, 

_ML         And  would  not  try  again.    The  day  is  past 
Wherein  my  hand  was  cunning,  firm  and  bold ; 

And  these  my  eyes  grow  dim ;  my  work  is  done. 
This  last,  my  hundredth  gem,  shall  not  be  sold ; 
'Tis  mine  to  keep  and  fondle,  love ;  nor  gold, 

Nor  need  of  bread,  shall  take  it  from  me ;  none 
Shall  have  it  till  I  die,  and  then  it  goes 
Unto  the  Master,  this,  my  perfect  rose, 
My  flower  of  sound,  my  final  violin — 
The  heaven  my  soul  would  mount  to,  revel  in. 

Oh,  I  have  loved  my  work,  as  men  love  Art — 

A  passion  burning  like  the  morning  star, 
Consuming  all  of  darkness  in  the  heart, 

Unfolding  glory  like  a  nenuphar. 

What  though  not  mine  the  magic  power  to  bring 
The  music  from  the  finished  instrument? 
Creation's  joy  is  mine.    Together  sent 

To  earth  were  we,  the  laborer  and  the  king 
Of  melody ;  yea,  we  are  one,  though  I 

The  lesser  part.    I,  too,  shall  live,  for  he 
Who  makes  a  perfect  thing  shall  never  die, 

Though  Fame  be  late  to  crown  the  victory. 
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But  now  to  sleep.    Was  that  a  knock  ?    Come  in. 

Yes,  I  am  he  you  seek.    A  violin  ? 

I've  only  this,  my  best;  'tis  not  for  sale. 

The  reason  is  I  love  it ;  'tis  the  last 

That  I  shall  make ;  you  see  I'm  old.    Besides, 

I've  willed  it  to  the  Master;  'tis  not  mine 

To  sell.    Oh,  yes,  play  on  it  if  you  like.     *     *     * 

What  melody !    O  wondrous !    This  is  he, 

The  Master !    Master,  Master,  it  is  yours. 

Gold  ?    No !    I  will  not  break  my  word ;  'tis  yours  ; 

You  honor  me.    Play  on ;  to-night  I  live — 

And,  listening,  overjoyed,  his  spirit  passed. 


H 


LILACS 

AIL !  beautiful  lilacs, 

Royal  purple  lilacs — 

Happy  community, 

Dwelling  in  unity. 
Few  their  days  are,  though  peaceful, 
Drinking  of  dew  and  of  sunlight, 
Fading  in  little  season, 
Knowing  never  the  reason, 
Knowing  only  to  blossom, 
Thinking  not  of  the  islands 

In  the  uncharted  silence 
Of  the  mystical  future ; 
Only  glad  in  the  present, 

166 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 

Only  glad  of  their  being, 
Contented  to  blossom  in  beauty, 
Knowing  nothing  of  duty. 
Leaving  riddles  to  sages 
And  sphinxes  for  weaving 
And  solving;  nesting  the  thrushes, 
Breasting  the  zephyr  that  rushes 
And  waves  them  like  banners 
In  triumph  celestial ; 
Loving  the  hushes  of  noonlight 
And  twilight  and  moonlight; 
Dreaming  no  dreams  of  delusion, 
Perfect  and  pure  in  profusion. 

Come,  see  the  lilacs, 
The  magisterial  lilacs, 
The  dewy,  imperial  lilacs; 
Saner  than  men  in  their  living. 
Wiser  than  men  in  their  giving — 
Giving  and  asking  for  naught. 

Over  my  tomb  let  them  bloom, 
And  send  forth  their  fragrance 

In  sweet  benediction — 

Let  them — and  conjure  no  fiction 
In  marble  to  mourn  me, 

To  tell  where  I  slumber. 

They  shall  remember, 

And  pluck  from  December 
The  sting  of  the  year, 
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Blooming  in  tender 
Glory  and  splendor 

When  spring  doth  appear ; 
While,  walking  in  spirit, 
I  shall  inherit 

And  press  them,  caress  them, 
Live  in  their  fragrance, 
Drink  in  their  beauty. 
Count  me  in  heaven, 
Seeing,  and  being  with,  lilacs. 


T 


DE  COURCY'S  RIDE 

HEY  brought  into  the  prison  yard 

A  horse  of  noble  mien ; 
He  was  as  fine  a  steed,  forsooth, 
As  eye  hath  ever  seen. 


He  looks  around,  he  whinnies  loud, 
He  sniffs  the  morning  air  ; 

He  trots  with  every  sign  of  joy 
To  one  imprisoned  there. 

"Oh !  ho !"  the  British  captain  said, 
"There  is  acquaintance  here." 

The  prisoner  bowed,  "No  better  blood 
Than  his,  or  far  or  near. 
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"My  good  horse  Cecil,  gentlemen, 

Or,  rather,  once  was  mine." 
(He  whispers  in  the  horse's  ear 

A  word  that  nerves  like  wine.) 

"Quite  right,"  the  haughty  captain  said; 

"We  took  the  brute  to-day. 
We  let  your  elder  brother  go, 

To  take  him  when  we  may. 

"In  fact,  at  four  this  afternoon, 

He  weds  one  Isabel; 
We'll  get  full  fifty  yankees  then, 

Besides  a  county  swell." 

DeCourcy's  eyes  with  tears  are  dim, 

DeCourcy's  cheek  is  pale. 
"Had  he  my  Cecil  under  him 

Your  plan  were  sure  to  fail. 

If  I  were  free,  I'd  take  a  turn 

To  show  how  swift  he  goes, 
And  how  from  earth,  at  fullest  speed, 

I  could  pick  up  a  rose." 

"Now,  braggart,  try,"  the  captain  said ; 

Pick  up  this  bit  of  lace." 
On  Cecil's  back  DeCourcy's  up 

In  his  accustomed  place. 
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Around,  around  the  yard  he  goes, 

Like  hunter  in  a  chase ; 
And  he  has  flung  the  trophy  fair 

Right  in  the  captain's  face. 

Away,  away,  like  wind  he  rides; 

He  leaps  the  high  stockade. 
And,  like  some  torrent  of  the  hills, 

He  thunders  down  the  glade. 

His  soul  is  flaming  like  to  fire, 
His  heart  is  beating  high ; 

He  only  thinks  of  Isabel — 
To  win  her  or  to  die. 

The  priest  is  at  the  altar  rail, 

The  music  sweet  is  done. 
"Why  should  these  two  not  wedded  be, 

Now  speaks  there  any  one?" 

In  at  the  door  DeCourcy  rides 
And  down  the  aisle  rides  he. 

"Away!  away!  the  British  come 
To  trap  you  where  you  be !" 

Swift  fly  the  guests,  in  sudden  fear, 
And  swift  the  brother  flies, 

When  on  the  long-accounted  dead 
He  looks  with  fearful  eyes. 
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And  paler  than  a  lily  flower 

Stands  Isabel  the  fair; 
She  cannot  move,  she  cannot  speak — 

As  though  she  blossomed  there. 

No  phantom  rider  wild  is  he 

That  takes  her  round  the  waist, 
But  flesh  and  blood,  from  field  and  flood, 

Come  back  in  phantom  haste. 

He  swings  her  to  his  saddle-bow, 

And  fast  they  ride  away; 
And  you  may  hear  in  Maryland 

The  story  to  this  day 

Of  how  the  good  horse  Cecil  won, 

With  true  Arabian  power, 
His  master's  freedom  and  a  bride, 

All  in  the  selfsame  hour. 
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THE  RHYME  OF  THE  ROPE 


M 


Y  sentence  came  a  month  ago : 

A-dangle  from  a  tree, 
A  rope  that  was  a  children's  swing 

Suggested  unto  me 
That  I  swing  high  within  a  noose 
And  set  my  spirit  free. 


But  out  I  laughed  as  one  who  laughs 

At  some  amusing  whim. 
Now,  why  should  I  thus  choose  to  die 

Whose  life  is  sweet  to  him  ? 
Whose  soul  is  like  a  butterfly 

Within  a  world  so  dim? 

Say,  why  should  I  whose  heart  is  gay 

This  pleasant  path  resign  ? 
The  blood  is  bounding  in  my  veins 

As  'twere  a  flood  of  wine. 
"O  Rope,"  I  said,  "pray  answer  me, 

And  give  to  me  a  sign." 

That  night  I  dreamed  a  dream  most  strange 

I  roamed  a  distant  clime, 
And  in  a  darksome  wood  I  saw 

A  demon  do  a  crime, 
Back,  back  so  very  long  ago 

'Twas  immemorial  time. 
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I  saw  Cain's  son  upfollow  one 

And  strike  him  from  behnd ; 
I  heard  a  cry  that  rent  the  sky — 

Then  only  heard  the  wind. 
And  I  awoke,  but  still  that  dream 

Pursued  my  waking  mind. 

Next  night  I  dreamed  that  dream  again, 

And  plainer  saw  the  deed; 
I  saw  the  faces  of  the  two ; 

I  saw  the  victim  bleed ; 
I  saw  the  body,  cold  and  white, 

Stare  upward  from  the  weed. 

And  as  a  snake  glides  through  a  brake, 

I  saw  the  murderer  flee; 
Afar  he  fled,  and  left  the  dead 

Beyond  the  farthest  sea; 
Yet  in  my  dream  I  could  but  deem 

He  was  not  far  from  me. 

Again  I  dreamed ;  more  real  the  deed ; 

And  then  'twas  truth,  I  knew ; 
The  murder-man  had  one  white  lock 

That  on  his  temple  grew — 
His  beard  was  black,  his  hair  was  black 

Except  for  hairs  a  few. 
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Then  well  I  knew,  within  my  veins 

A  guilty  drop  there  ran, 
For  full  a  thousand  years  or  more, 

Passed  on  from  man  to  man. 
The  snowy  lock  had  reappeared 

Unto  our  kith  and  clan. 

And  on  my  brow  there  shineth  now 

A  lock  all  snowy  white — 
To-morrow  I  shall  surely  die 

And  set  the  law  aright ; 
Shall  stop  the  flow  of  one  base  drop 

That  fears  to  meet  the  light. 

My  heart  grew  flame  through  ancient  shame ; 

By  wind  of  fury  fanned, 
I  felt  Cain't  mark  upon  my  brow 

And  hid  it  with  my  hand. 
Yet  still  it  spread,  and  bound  my  head 

As  with  a  burning  band. 

Again  I  passed  where  swung  the  Rope ; 

The  Rope  it  laughed  to  see, 
And  danced  about  as  it  would  shout 

The  dream  I  might  not  flee. 
"Now  dost  thou  ask  a  further  sign 

Be  given  unto  thee  ?" 
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"No,  no,"  I  said,  "thy  case  is  won; 

Within  my  veins  there  flows 
A  murder-drop  that  on  the  top 

Of  some  dark  summit  rose, 
And  down  to  me,  as  to  a  sea. 

Bore  on  its  drift  of  woes." 

The  Rope  it  swung,  the  Rope  it  sung, 

The  Rope  it  danced  on  high. 
Was  it  the  wind  that  moved  it  so  ? 

The  leaf  was  silent  by ; 
No  single  spear  of  summer  grass 

Gave  forth  a  little  sigh. 

The  Rope  grew  bold  and  jubilant — 

The  Rope  it  calls  me  now, 
And  to  the  Rope,  without  a  hope, 

I've  made  a  solemn  vow ; 
If  peace  be  mine,  then  it,  forsooth, 

Shall  tighten  on  the  bough. 

The  Rope  it  laughed  as  'twere  a  man ; 

The  guilty  Drop,  afraid, 
A-th  rough  my  veins  ran  here  and  there, 

And  frantic  tumult  made ; 
But  all  the  other  drops  pursued, 

And  willed  the  debt  be  paid. 
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And  I  shall  pay  it  as  agreed, 

The  Drop,  condemned,  shall  sink. 

I  pray  you  not  for  pity's  boon, 
Because  this  cup  I  drink ; 

I  only  ask  for  charity 
Upon  an  unknown  brink. 

Though  young  am  I,  yet  I  must  die, 
Whose  blood  the  curse  doth  bear; 

They  all  must  end  to  make  amend 
Until  the  page  be  fair ; 

Until  no  more  the  telltale  lock 
Shall  flaunt  it  in  the  air. 

Next  morning  was  a  stormy  one; 

The  wind  was  loud  and  high ; 
But  what  is  that  which  moveth  not, 

Between  the  earth  and  sky  ? 
Let  the  wild  raven  answer  make; 

He  hath  the  thing  in  eye. 
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OCTAVES 

Light  all  the  waxen  tapers,  boy, 

And  stir  the  fire ; 
This  evening  I  will  give  to  joy, 

And  to  the  lyre. 
The  wind  is  high,  the  night  is  dark ; 

My  house  shall  be 
A  little  isle,  a  cheerful  spark 

To  souls  at  sea. 


I  dreamed  I  met  a  Soul, 

Burdened  with  some  one  dead, 
"Who  art  thou?    To  what  goal? 

Whose  body  this?"  I  said. 
The  answer  was :    "Awake ; 

I  am  the  soul  of  thee ; 
And  to  the  grave  I  take 

Thy  dust ;  make  way  for  me." 


At  evening  of  the  day, 

Bloody,  beaten  and  prone, 
Take  not  my  sword,  I  pray, 

Unless  my  soul  be  flown. 
Again,  again  the  fray 

Shall  heal  me — if  I  live; 
He  only  throws  away 

His  life  who  fears  to  give. 
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At  morn  unto  my  lips  I  set 

My  reed  and  piped  a  merry  song ; 
Up  through  the  meadows,  dewy-wet, 

Passed  with  a  joyous  heart  and  strong. 
At  noon  I  sat  upon  a  peak 

And  piped  a  tune  to  sky  and  cloud, 
But  now,  down  in  the  vale,  I  seek, 

At  eve,  the  friendship  of  the  crowd. 


One  threw  his  love  away 

As  'twere  a  faded  flower ; 
Another,  that  same  day, 

Through  love,  arose  to  power. 
The  first  man  died  a  slave ; 

The  second  died  a  king — 
Because  he  knew  to  save 

The  most  essential  thing. 


OPPORTUNITY 

I  seek  for  none, 

I  knock  at  no  man's  gate ; 
I  sit  as  one 

Enthroned  in  regal  state. 
Ten  thousand  pass 

Unheeding  me  and  mine; 
One  kneels;  his  glass 

I  fill  with  magic  wine. 
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I  dreamed  that  I  against  the  sun, 

Ambitious,  daring,  flew; 
Then,  scorched  and  wingless,  nothing  won, 

Fell  back  to  earth — and  you. 
I  felt  the  solace  of  your  hand, 

Your  love  and  pity,  Sweet; 
And  now  I  think  I  understand 

The  glory  of  defeat. 


I've  thought  too  much  of  fame  and  gold, 

Too  little  thought  of  love ; 
For  now  that  I  am  gray  and  old, 

Dead  is  the  wandering  dove. 
Say,  what  is  life  to  him  who  learns 

Too  late  what  Greed  bestows? 
The  winter  wind  is  all  he  earns, 

And,  oh,  how  cold  it  blows. 


Oh,  the  Will-o'-the-wisp  that  lures  us 

Through  stagnant  pool  and  gloomy  fen, 
Of  many  an  idle  fancy  cures  us 

And  brings  us,  wiser,  home  again. 
Where  flash  his  lights  fear  not  to  follow, 

Fear  not  the  mire,  the  thorny  weeds; 
Beyond  the  wood  and  through  the  hollow 

Is  Morning  and  the  Field  of  Deeds. 
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What  is  our  earthly  dower 

In  this  inconstant  flood? 
Is  Life  or  Death  in  power? 

All  things  do  change  so  fast,  so  fast, 
So  swiftly  runs  the  hour, 

'Tis  hard  to  tell  the  first  from  last. 
When  was  the  rose  a  bud? 

When  was  the  bud  a  flower? 


Ashes  of  roses — just  the  same 

As  ashes  of  thorns,  do  you  say? 
Not  quite ;  there's  something  in  the  name, 

At  least,  that  speaks  a  fragrant  nay. 
And,  further,  I  do  hold  that  we, 

Though  dust  a  thousand  thousand  years, 
Give  back  to  earth  her  liberty, 

Her  love,  her  valor  and — her  tears. 

JOHN   BANISTER  TABB 

Blithely  he  sung, 
Upon  his  tongue 
No  bitter  word, 
No  hopeless  note,  was  ever  heard. 

Then  blindness  fell, 
And  in  its  deep 
And  sunless  well, 
Blithely,  he  sung  himself  to  sleep. 
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A  miser  dreamed  he  trod  a  land  of  gold, 

And  all  therein  was  his  to  have  and  hold ; 

He  laughed,  he  wept  for  joy.    He  went  to  dine ; 

Golden  the  service  was ;  golden  the  cloth, 

From  which  flew  up,  and  laughed,  a  golden  moth. 

The  salt  was  gold,  the  bread  was  gold,  the  wine 

Was  liquid  gold.    Screaming,  he  woke  once  more — 

And  drove  a  beggar,  hungry,  from  his  door. 


We  are  as  leaves  that  some  few  days 

Flutter  and  twinkle  in  the  light; 
Then,  wrinkled,  sere,  along  cold  ways, 

Are  driven,  forgot,  into  the  night. 
And  yet,  rejoice !    'Tis  best,  grown  old, 

To  put  the  Wine  of  Living  by; 
New  souls  would  taste  the  cup  we  hold; 

We  should  not  wish  to  drain  it  dry. 


BATTLE  FLAGS 

Day  by  day,  Time  gnaws  them; 

Year  by  year,  Change  flaws  them; 

And  they,  at  last,  will  take  them 

And  into  dust  will  rake  them. 

And  it  is  well.    Time  nothing  keeps 

To  mind  us  of  the  fiery  steeps 

Men  climb— but  keeps  alive  instead 

The  splendid  dreams  for  which  they  bled. 
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"Oh,  somewhere,  somewhere,  there  is  light. 

This  darksome  wood  must  have  an  end." 
So  thought  I,  groping  through  the  night 

Of  years — until  I  found  my  friend. 
Until  I  found  my  friend.     How  strange, 

When  from  the  first  at  my  right  hand 
He  walked — my  foe,  till  interchange 

Of  grief  bade  us  to  understand. 


An  angel  said :  "Now  I  am  come 

To  Heaven's  utmost  height, 
These  heavy  wings  are  burdensome; 

I  need  them  not  for  flight." 
One  spake :    "If,  wingless,  thou  shouldst  fall, 

Thou  couldst  not  mount  again." 
Unwing'd,  the  angel  leapt  the  wall, 

For  comradeship  with  men. 


DEW 

Born  in  a  rose  was  I 

Upon  a  night  in  June; 
I  marveled  at  the  sky, 

I  thought  I  loved  the  moon. 
But  when  the  bright  sun  came, 

My  heart  was  thrilled  anew; 
Into  his  arms  of  flame, 

A  spirit,  swift  I  flew. 
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A  brown  bee  said,  when  the  bud  was  born : 
"Here's  nectar  for  me,  some  later  morn." 
A  zephyr  said,  as  it  revelled  past: 
"Oho!  I'll  drink  of  fragrance  at  last." 
But,  coiled  in  the  bud,  a  young  worm  said : 
"They  both  forget  that  I  must  be  fed." 
And  so  the  bud  was  never  a  bloom — 
Though  a  butterfly  burst  from  its  tomb! 


Sing,  sing  on,  thou  little  bluebird, 

Upon  the  budding  bough; 
Music  like  this  was  never  heard 

In  all  the  world  till  now. 
Oh,  yes,  yes,  thou  little  bluebird, 

Ere  this  I've  heard  thee  sing, 
But  then  she  had  not  said  the  word 

That  made  my  winter  spring. 


The  beautiful  names  are  ninety  and  nine 

That  men  call  Allah  by; 
I  cannot  say  how  many  are  thine, 

O  Love;  and  this  is  why: 
No  morning  there  is,  no  noon,  no  night, 

Wherein  new  beauty  I  see, 
But  that  my  spirit  in  her  delight 

Finds  some  new  name  for  thee. 
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Some  days  do  only  bring 

Fagots  that  smother  fire; 
'Tis  then  I  cannot  sing, 

So,  waiting,  mend  my  lyre. 
At  last,  the  logs  ablaze, 

I  feel  the  spirit  burn, 
When  lo!  the  yesterdays, 

(Dear  ghosts)  with  song  return. 


I  looked  into  the  dark  blue  eyes 

Of  winsome  baby  Jane, 
And  saw  the  sister  stars  arise 

Of  Laughter  and  of  Pain. 
"O  Time,"  I  said,  "lead  up  the  bright, 

And  blot  the  darker  one." 
But  no ;  they  rose  with  blended  light — 

Until  they  found  the  Sun. 


Hope  at  my  side, 

What  though  the  night 
Be  like  a  grave  to  hide  ? 

The  end  is  light. 
If  I'm  with  Love, 

And  tears  do  flood, 
His  ark  doth  save,  his  dove 

Doth  find  the  bud. 


184 


THE     UPPER     TRAIL 

Time  wears  the  rock  away, 

Nor  iron  doth  it  spare; 
The  hero  lives;  his  bay 

Is  ever  green  and  fair. 
Forever  he  is  young, 

Apollo-like,  divine; 
His  fame  on  every  tongue, 

His  memory  a  wine. 


From  bud-time  to  frost-time 

Is  but  a  little  way, 
But,  oh,  remembrance  of  the  lost-time 

Chides  how  long  a  day. 
From  frost-time  to  leaf-time 

How  ancient  wax  the  snows, 
But,  oh,  remembrance  of  the  grief-time 

Hides  in  the  first  rose. 


See  here  a  tress  of  Dora's  hair, 

As  golden  as  the  sun. 
Dora  than  Helen  was  more  fair; 

My  heart  her  Ilion. 
How  Time  delights  to  treasure  this 

Bright  evidence  of  her ! 
How  fragrant  are  the  lips  we  kiss 

Whose  memory  is  myrrh! 
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You  daisy,  nodding  in  the  wind, 

Whichever  way  you  look, 
We  know  that  still  your  constant  mind 

Is  on  your  golden  book; 
For  when  the  wind  is  gone  away 

And  left  you  in  repose, 
How  soon  you  turn  to  read  the  day 

Unto  its  Tyrian  close. 


My  heart  is  like  a  wayside  bell 

On  which,  with  iron  hammer,  Time 
Strikes  now  and  then  a  mournful  knell, 

And  now  and  then  a  golden  chime. 
And  when  I  hear  his  dirge,  I  weep ; 

And  when  I  hear  his  chime,  rejoice ; 
While  in  the  interim  I  keep 

My  soul  attuned  for  either  voice. 


TO  A  FLOWER 

Thy  Latin  name  I  do  not  know, 

Nor  shall  I  seek  to  find; 
'Twere  impudence  to  label  so 

A  benefactor  kind. 
Enough  for  me  to  look  on  thee 

And  love  thee  for  thy  grace  ; 
To  breathe  thy  balm  and  feel  the  calm, 

The  rapture  of  thy  face. 
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I  am  a  spear  of  summer  grass; 
The  mighty  winds  do  me  no  harm. 
When  through  the  sky  they  roaring  pass, 
I  bow  and  sleep  upon  my  arm. 
Short  is  my  life.    Men  cut  me  down, 
Or  yet  the  Autumn  seals  my  fate. 
Content  am  I  to  miss  the  crown — 
Missing  the  crosses  of  the  great. 


Lo!  this  bright  pomp  of  flowers, 
In  a  few  random  hours, 
Like  dew  shall  disappear, 
Leaving  but  desert  here. 
Ah,  who  would  not  so  die 
And  in  the  deep  dust  lie, 
If  for  a  moment's  space 
Glorv  but  kissed  his  face? 


When,  hopeless,  they  are  shed, 

And  when  the  heart  doth  break, 
Tears,  falling,  it  is  said, 

A  fairy  music  make. 
But,  oh,  this  music  fine 

The  happy  cannot  hear; 
Grief  only  is  divine 

To  him  who  grieves,  my  dear. 
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Bertrand  de  Born,  the  frolic  bard, 
In  Dante's  hell,  most  evil-starred, 
Was  doomed  to  carry  his  own  head 
As  lantern  through  vast  halls  of  dread; 
And  we,  to  light  our  souls  in  ways 
Of  this  dark  world  (from  maze  to  maze, 
The  one  true  upward  path  to  find), 
Hold  up  the  lantern  of  the  mind. 


The  robin,  now,  in  Tennessee, 

Is  caroling  the  song 
That  soon  within  my  garden-tree 

I'll  hear;  'twill  not  be  long. 
The  southland,  now,  inflames  his  breast 

That  soon  shall  dawn  on  me ; 
When,  oh,  whose  heart,  with  what  unrest, 

Shall  wait  in  Tennessee? 


Sweets  to  the  sweet,  and  to  the  fair — 
Roses  to  twine  within  her  hair ; 
And  for  the  singer  laurel  green, 
And  for  the  king  a  gentle  queen, 
And  for  the  hater — no,  not  hate, 
But  Love  to  meet  him  at  the  gate 
And  from  his  soul  draw  out  the  sting, 
And  hide  the  scar  beneath  his  wing. 
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My  dreams  are  at  play  in  the  meadow, 

My  hopes  are  abound  on  the  hill ; 
My  soul  it  looks  not  for  the  shadow, 

My  heart  seeks  not  to  find  ill. 
Go  sigh  thee  to  yesterday's  roses, 

I  revel  with  roses  new  born; 
There's  never  a  flower  but  reposes 

As  far  as  it  can  from  the  thorn. 


You  little  Loves  that  flutter  round 

The  region  of  my  heart, 
Away,  away  to  other  ground ; 

I  bid  you  all  depart. 
But  one  there  was  with  broken  wing, 

That,  striving,  could  not  fly; 
And  so  I  chose  the  wounded  thing, 

To  bless  me  till  I  die. 


Come,  seal  those  fountains,  blue  and  deep, 

The  fountains  of  thy  tears; 
Shut  fast  those  eyes  and  go  to  sleep, 

And  so  forget  thy  fears; 
For  Grief  is  like  unto  a  weed 

The  gardener,  Time,  destroys ; 
And  where  it  grew  the  golden  seed 

He  loves  to  sow  is  Joy's. 
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Seek  no  more  the  ancient  Grail, 
For  your  every  quest  shall  fail ; 
Seek  the  wine  of  Life  instead, 
Not  in  vessels  old  and  dead, 
But  in  chalices  of  thought, 
Daily  planned  and  daily  wrought. 
Seek  the  Living,  and  so  find 
What  the  Master  had  in  mind. 


Oh,  after  some  good  tasks  are  done, 

'Twill  not  be  hard  to  pass — 
To  glean  a  harvest  in  the  sun, 

And  die  as  dies  the  grass. 
'Tis  not  so  much  we  fear  to  meet 

Grim  Death,  as  that  we  dread 
To  go  with  empty  hands  to  greet 

The  still-achieving  dead. 


Prince  Hassan  lost  a  famous  pearl 
And,  searching  for  it,  found  a  girl 
So  pure  and  beautiful,  he  said : 
"Lo,  Allah  gives  me  life  instead." 
Later,  finding  what  he  had  lost, 
It  forth  into  the  sea  he  tossed, 
Saying,  "O  pearl,  thou  art  not  mine ; 
Love  is  my  share  of  the  divine." 
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I  traversed  lands  and  seas 

Yet  still  I  dwelt  at  home ; 

Yea,  heard  from  Peter's  dome 
The  robin  in  my  trees ; 
Still  saw,  where  Ganges  flows, 

My  roadside  rivulet, 
And  in  the  Persian  rose 

Scented  my  mignonette. 


O !  rose  that  lookest  o'er  my  page 

And  dropp'st  a  dewy  tear, 
Why  weepest  thou?    I  have  the  age, 

Thou  hast  the  beauty,  dear. 
Dost  look  on  me  and  weep  to  own 

Thy  poet  is  so  old? 
Or  weepest  thou  that  he,  alone, 

Must  breast  the  coming  cold? 


Oh,  like  a  prowling  bee 

Within  an  April  blossom, 
Now  Love  has  mastered  me 

And  revels  in  my  bosom. 
When  he  no  longer  clings 

To  sweet  excuse  for  staying, 
Shall  I  not  hear  his  wings 

To  other  blossoms  straying? 
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When  first  we  used  to  meet,  'twas  "Hail." 

'Twas  "Hail,  my  bonny  lass." 
But  now  that  winter  storms  the  vale, 

"Good  morn,"  we  say,  and  pass. 
Oh,  that  the  spring  again  were  here; 

Perchance  your  heart  would  say : 
"One  little  bud,  to  give  him  cheer, 

Shall  scent  the  thorn  today." 


Deep,  deep  in  a  vale  of  tears 

I  buried  a  youthful  love 
And  covered  it  o'er  with  years, 

And  set  no  hope  above. 
But,  oh,  grown  old,  within  that  vale, 

As  there  I  chanced  to  pass, 
I  saw  that  love,  all  lily-pale 

And  young  as  ever  it  was. 


At  play,  but  yesterday,  I  heard 

Her  laugh  and  shout  and  sing; 
Today,  there  is  a  whispered  word: 

Nor  will  the  doorbell  ring; 
While  such  a  Silence  speaks  of  her, 

Where  Laughter  spake  before, 
I  even  hear  the  satin  stir 

That's  fastened  to  the  door. 
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I  know  not  what  far  heaven  she  sought, 

In  passing  from  our  day; 
I  only  know  the  heaven  she  brought — 

And  took  away. 


When  all  these  worlds,  like  millet  seed, 
Are  blown  into  some  crack  of  Space, 

I  wonder  shall  I  play  my  reed 
And  sing  some  beauty  of  the  place. 


Upon  my  brow  I  found  to-day 
A  black  hair  in  a  world  of  gray — 
As  though  still  lingered  Youth,  to  see 
How  Age  takes  his  captivity. 


Exiled,  the  royal  pardon  came  at  last. 

Said  Chang  Chih-Ho:    "Too  late;  the  past  is  past; 

The  Fisherman  of  Mists  and  Waters,  old, 

I  thank  the  fate  that  taught  me  what  is  gold." 
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Sing  true,  O  bards ;  Time  no  verse  saves, 
Except  that  which  into  his  graves 
He,  ages  striving,  cannot  crowd — 
The  undying  line  that  fills  no  shroud. 


If  the  lord  be  black  in  sin 
And  the  leper  white  within, 
Loving  Allah  and  His  Word, 
Which  is  leper,  which  is  lord? 


The  Age  of  Gold?    When  all  is  said, 
That  happy  age  were  ours  alway, 
If  we  filled  not  with  common  lead 
The  crucible  of  life,  to-day. 


Like  Hamlet,  sad  at  Elsinore, 
I  walked  a  wild  surf-troubled  shore, 
And,  in  the  foam  that  haunteth  me, 
My  Hope,  my  lost  Ophelia,  see. 


In  deserts  weeds  are  trees, 
To  minnows  ponds  are  seas, 
And  for  the  little  soul 
Was  made  the  little  goal. 
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0  Time,  upon  my  brow 
Thy  heavy  hand  is  laid; 
And  if  it  crush  me  now — 

1  now  am  unafraid. 


Yes,  yes,  let  me  see  God,  one  moment  see, 
If  in  that  moment  I  am  slain  with  fire — 

So  might  I,  passing  to  Eternity, 

Strike  one  great  chord  upon  this  yearning  lyre. 


I  thought  to  overtake  the  Hour, 
But,  oh,  so  swift  her  pace, 

The  while  I  stopped  to  pluck  a  flower, 
I  lost  the  glory  of  her  face. 


The  sky  is  not  so  blue  to-day 
As  yestermorn,  and  yet 

From  out  the  field  I  bore  away 
But  just  one  violet. 


Turning  thy  bosom  from  the  sun, 
O  Earth,  thou  growest  cold, 

But,  sleeping,  slowly  thou  art  won 
To  seek  him,  as  of  old. 
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Say  not  the  ancient  sages 
All  living  is  not  life? 

Put,  therefore,  on  thy  pages : 
All  striving  is  not  strife. 


What  use  to  fence  with  Time  ? 

Better  to  forge  thy  blade 
Into  a  share  and  climb 

The  furrow,  unafraid. 


Put  a  pocket  in  his  shroud, 

Put  a  penny  in  it ; 
He'll  match  Charon  for  his  fee 

And  most  likely  win  it. 


When  gone  the  wine  from  out  this  cask, 
Blame  not  the  thirst  of  Time ; 

For  every  drop  I  set  him  task 
Of  laughter,  song  and  rhyme. 


I  strive ;  and  from  the  heat  of  strife 
Pluck  out  new  gold,  new  strength  of  life. 
O  fires  of  Time,  make  hot  the  mass 
Tenfold — and  all  the  dross  shall  pass. 
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Where,  where  be  all  the  happy  shades 
That  once  were  happy  girls  on  earth  ? 

Ye  gods,  how  jealous  of  those  maids 
Ye  are,  enjoying  all  their  mirth. 


I  know  not  where  the  souls  of  poets  stray 
When  freeing  Death  breaks  Life's  despotic  seal ; 
But,  seated  here  among  my  books,  I  feel 

They  cannot  be  so  very  far  away. 


This  I,  O  friend,  shall  soon  depart, 
But  there  is  yet  an  I  shall  stay, 

And  on  the  stage,  set  large  for  Art, 
Shall  haunt  the  wings  and  see  the  play. 


My  mind's  aristocratic, 
But  the  plain  heart  of  me 

Prefers  the  breezy  attic 
Of  bluff  Democracy. 
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Y 


REDWOOD 

E  mighty  trees,  ye  living  spires 
That  for  unnumbered  years  the  ires 
Of  giant  tempests  have  withstood, 
Ye  are  the  old,  the  ancient  wood, 
The  sentinels  of  days  remote 
When  Titans  ruled  and  Nature  wrote 
Her  epic  wilds,  her  lyric  streams, 
And  dreamed,  unharmed,  her  leafy  dreams. 
Ye  saw  and  heard,  and  ye  grew  strong, 
Drank  in  with  avid  lips  the  song ; 
Inspired,  grew  up  into  the  sky ; 
Put  all  the  lesser  landscape  by 
To  look  abroad,  to  pierce  the  blue, 
And  build  the  larger  hope  in  you, 
The  hope  of  mountain  and  of  flood, 
And  so  became  this  noble  wood. 
And  I,  the  dreamer  of  a  day, 
No  sooner  born  than  old  and  gray, 
Before  you  stand  in  silent  awe, 
And  from  your  royal  presence  draw, 
As  from  some  cool,  enchanted  spring, 
A  draught  that  gives  my  spirit  wing ; 
And  fires  my  soul  to  climb  the  height, 
And  catch  upon  its  front  the  light. 
And  ye  have  outlived  nations,  trees ! 
Yea,  ye  have  seen  the  hungry  seas 
Engulf  the  land,  and  ye  have  seen 
Old  Earthquake  spilt  vast  leagues  of  green, 
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And  ye  have  heard  Volcano  roar, 

And  ye  have  seen  him  madly  pour 

His  flaming  froth  down  valley's  vast, 

Yet  still  ye  live,  and  of  the  past 

Do  speak  to  us  with  voice  sublime, 

As  ye  were  brothers  of  gray  Time. 

And  ye  shall  speak  to  future  days 

As  now  ye  speak,  and  hear  their  praise. 

And  ye  to  nations  yet  unborn 

Shall  be  a  glory  of  their  morn, 

A  wonder  in  their  latest  hour, 

An  inspiration  and  a  power. 

Hail !    Hail !  ye  all  majestic  grove ; 

Fit  temple  ye  to  shelter  Jove 

With  all  the  gods  assembled  round ; 

Fit  nave  to  arch  their  speech  profound ; 

Fit  pillars  to  support  the  beams 

Of  their  great  thoughts  and  greater  dreams. 

Perchance  'twas  here  that  once  they  dwelt 

When  high  Olympus  saw  them  melt 

That  last  time  through  the  purple  sky ; 

And  Grecian  glory  floated  by, 

And  song  and  all  the  kindred  arts 

Forsook  fair  Greece  for  foreign  parts. 

Perchance  'twas  here  they  dwelt  awhile, 

Dreaming  of  Hellas  and  each  isle 

That  gems  her — here  those  tears  were  shed 

For  the  old  order  that  was  dead. 

Perchance  those  tears  gave  drink  to  thee 

And  hence,  through  all  adversity, 
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Your  mighty  strength,  your  lofty  mien 

And  your  sublimity  serene. 

Speak,  speak,  ye  monarchs  of  the  wood ! 

That  make  divine  the  solitude, 

Why  went  they  hence  and  left  ye  here 

To  be  the  prophets  of  our  year, 

The  lofty  scorners  of  our  creed? 
Or  do  they,  trees,  as  dryads  live 
In  the  high,  airy  courts  you  give  ? 
And  still,  unseen,  among  us  move 
With  sweet  inspiritings  of  love  ? 

We  ask,  but  ye  will  pay  no  heed ; 
Our  little  speech  is  as  the  sigh 
The  green  grass  heaves  when  winds  go  by. 
Ye  cannot  hear,  or  if  ye  do, 
And  speak  to  us,  the  voice  is  new, 
And  with  such  language  answers  us, 
We  only  are  ridiculous. 
Maybe  the  gods  shall  come  once  more, 
And  enter  through  this  lordly  door 
That  pygmies  that  of  Parthenon, 
And  dwarfs  the  porch  of  Solomon. 
Till  then  your  temples  for  their  feet, 
And  now,  be  strewn  with  spices  sweet ; 
Till  then  your  altars  keep  their  fires, 
Till  then  be  strung  your  golden  lyres, 
And  your  fair  vestals,  watchful,  swing 
Sweet  incense  for  their  welcoming, 
The  while  our  thuribles  shall  be 
Upwreathing  odorous  thoughts  to  thee  ; 
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For  ye  are  more  than  mortal  trees, 

And  more  ye  know  of  mysteries 

Than  solemn  sphinx  or  pyramid 

Or  e'er  Assyrian  cities  hid. 

Their  knowledge  is  of  their  own  time, 

While  yours,  like  some  unending  rhyme, 

From  age  to  age  moves  up  and  on 

Into  the  ever-living  dawn. 

The  Cedars  old  of  Lebanon, 

Dodona's  vocal  oaks,  have  won 

Renown,  but  they  to  you  are  small ; 

Ye  are  the  monarchs  of  them  all, 

Of  greater  girth  and  nobler  height, 

And  ringed  with  more  of  sky  and  light, 

And  dowered  with  more  of  grace  and  might. 

Yea,  ever  build  your  towers  high, 

And  reach  to  us  the  happy  sky, 

That  we  may  gain  our  lofty  goals, 

Tinct  with  the  solace  of  your  souls, 

And,  rich  with  heaven's  strength,  do  pass, 
Beyond  the  region  of  old  wars, 

Through  the  dark  portals  of  the  grass, 

Into  the  silence  of  the  stars. 
Farewell !    Farewell !    My  feet  again 
Must  tread  the  noisy  haunts  of  men, 
And  I  must  delve  therein  a  slave, 
To  the  dark  margin  of  the  grave. 
Yet  wheresoever  fate  shall  lead 
And  howsoever  I  may  bleed 
Upon  the  crosses  of  the  earth, 
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This  day  with  you  has  been  new  birth 
To  hopes  long  dead,  to  dreams  forgot- 

A  resurrection  and  a  psalm, 

A  benediction  and  a  calm, 

A  fount  of  glories  that  was  not, 

Until  within  your  high  repose 

I  lost  the  rue  and  found  the  rose. 
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SONG 

HEN  I  behold  a  rose 
That  withers  where  it  grows, 
I  can  but  heave  a  sigh 
A  thing  so  sweet  must  die. 


And  when  a  thorn  I  see, 
The  thought  will  follow  me: 
Why  dies  it  not  when  all 
The  rose's  petals  fall? 

Time  says  it  lingers  here 
To  guard  with  hardy  spear 
The  baby  buds  that  cling 
Unto  the  skirts  of  Spring. 
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